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PREFACE 


A  LARGE  proportion  of  these  poems,  which  I  now 
present  to  my  friends  and  the  public  in  book  form, 
have  already  appeared  in  periodical  literature. 
Whatever  may  be  their  literary  value,  they  are 
gratefully  offered  as  a  tribute  to  friendship,  and 
to  all  those  sacred  and  social  ties  which  tend  to 
ennoble  our  nature  and  make  our  lives  pleasant 
and  enjoyable. 

I  shall  be  happy  to  find  a  place  among  that 
goodly  number  of  present-day  bards  who,  though 
engaged  in  the  business  of  life,  yet  find  occasion 
and  time  to  voice  their  impressions  of  life  in  song. 

While  craving  the  kindly  indulgence  of  the 
critical  and  intelligent  reader  for  what  imperfections 
there  may  be  found  in  the  book,  I  trust  there  is  just 
ground  for  hope  that  no  one  will  turn  over  its  pages 
without  some  degree  of  pleasurable  interest  and 
profit. 

THE  AUTHOR. 

Faknworth,  Bolton, 
May,  1902. 
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KIND   WORDS! 

"  Kind  Words !  Kind  Words  !  Speak  Kind  Words  !  " 

Oh,  give  them  voice,  those  feelings  strong 

That  stir  the  kindly  breast ; 
In  plaintive  notes  or  joyous  song, 

As  it  may  seem  the  best  ; 
For  they  shall  charm  the  listening  ear 

Like  carolling  of  birds  ; 
How  blessed  is  your  mission  here, 

Kind  words  !  Kind  words  !  Kind  words  ! 

Restrain  them  not,  but  let  them  flow 

In  all  their  vital  force  ; 
What  scenes  of  moral  beauty  show 

Their  fertilising  course  ! 
How  far  above  the  wealth  of  gold 

The  sordid  miser  hoards  ; 
Diffusing  life  and  joy  untold, 

Kind  words  !  Kind  words  !  Kind  words  ! 

We  may  regret  the  angry  speech 

And  callous  unconcern, 
Which  oft  in  friendship  make  a  breach 

Life's  latest  years  must  mourn  ; 
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2  KIND    WORDS 

But  shall  we  sigh  in  sadness  o'er 
Those  words,  like  golden  cords, 

Which  bind  our  hearts  for  evermore  ? 
Kind  words !  Kind  words  !  Kind  words ! 


The  stately  pile,  with  sculptured  stone, 

Time  shall  in  ruins  lay  ; 
Shall  see  the  monarch  and  his  throne 

As  certain  pass  away  ; 
But  ye  shall  live  and  death  defy, 

What  joy  the  thought  affords  ! 
Instinct  with  immortality  ! 

Kind  words !  Kind  words  !  Kind  words  ! 


Sweet  Peace  !  whose  brow  the  symbol-leaf 

Encircles,  ever  green  ; 
Tumultuous  passion's  reign  is  brief 

When  thy  fair  form  is  seen  ; 
Spears  shall  to  pruning-hooks  be  turned, 

To  ploughshares  glittering  swords, 
When  men  your  wondrous  worth  have  learned, 

Kind  words  !  Kind  words  !  Kind  words  ! 


When  bright  the  natal  star  appeared 

Of  Him  who  bore  our  pains, 
The  startled  shepherds  wondering  heard 

Those  glad,  celestial  strains  ; 
Heralds  of  joy,  a  glorious  throng, 

(The  sacred  page  records) 
Swelled  forth  the  burden  of  their  song — 

Kind  words  !  Kind  words  !  Kind  words  ! 


KIND    WORDS 

And  when  to  death  His  head  was  bowed 

On  Calvary's  dread  hill, 
Behold,  before  that  angry  crowd, 

What  good  returned  for  ill ! 
Oh,  it  was  then,  in  life's  eclipse, 

He  touched  the  tenderest  chords, 
Still  issuing  from  His  dying  lips 

Kind  words  !  Kind  words  !  Kind  words  ! 

That  gift  of  gifts  to  us  be  given — 

Love — that  shall  daily  show 
Our  conversation  is  in  Heaven, 

While  yet  we  toil  below  ; 
Time's  keenest  test  those  words  shall  stand 

Which  answer  to  our  Lord's — 
The  language  of  Emmanuel's  land. 

Kind  words  !  Kind  words  !  Kind  words  ! 


WE'RE  LINKED  TO  ONE  ANOTHER 

WHO  is  he  that  would  stand  alone 

For  all  the  world  uncaring, 
Responsive  to  no  human  groan, 

No  other's  gladness  sharing  ? 
From  childhood's  first  dependent  years, 

To  life's  last  scene,  my  brother, 
For  weal  or  woe,  'tis  surely  so, 

We're  linked  to  one  another. 

We  feel  the  world's  great  throb  of  pain, 

We  catch  its  thrill  of  pleasure, 
And  to  its  universal  gain 

Would  add  our  little  measure  ; 
It  claims  the  father's  manly  heart, 

The  strong  love  of  the  mother, 
To  demonstrate  beyond  debate 

We're  linked  to  one  another. 

The  voice  of  Cain  may  yet  be  heard 

In  face  of  Death  the  Reaper, 
Thus  answering  the  searcher's  word, 

"  Am  I  my  brother's  keeper  ?  " 
But  there  is  yet  another  voice, 

Thanks  be  to  God,  another, 
That  sings  of  hope,  and  says  rejoice  ! 

We're  linked  to  one  another. 
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WE' BE  LINKED    TO   ONE   ANOTHER 

Our  faith  may  sometimes  be  abused, 

Our  manly  sense  disgusted, 
To  see  the  mean  advantage  used 

By  those  whom  we  had  trusted  ; 
The  milk  of  human-kindness  still 

Must  not  be  soured,  my  brother  ; 
By  Heaven's  high  creed  and  human  need 

We're  linked  to  one  another. 


If  base  ingratitude  to-day 

Awake  our  keenest  sorrow, 
We'll  overcome  it  as  we  may, 

Toil  on  in  faith  to-morrow  ; 
If  evil  be  in  secret  wrought, 

So,  too,  is  good,  my  brother, 
Ne'er  sets  the  sun  but  deeds  are  done 

That  link  us  to  each  other. 


Towards  our  much-abused  race 

Heaven's  blessings  still  keep  flowing, 
And  is  it  not  a  hopeful  case 

The  race  is  kept  a-going  ? 
Responsive  to  Heaven's  good  intent, 

Let  us  be  found,  my  brother, 
With  purpose  kind  the  Eternal  Mind 

Hath  linked  us  to  each  other. 


Alas  !  alas  !  the  war  of  words, 
The  wrangles  all  unending, 

The  precious  time  that  life  affords 
Demands  a  nobler  spending  ; 
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The  wrong  is  foul,  the  right  is  fair, — 
Smite  at  the  foul,  my  brother  ! 

Thy  cause  is  mine,  and  mine  is  thine, 
"We're  linked  to  one  another. 

The  day  shall  come,  the  golden  day, 

When  greed  shall  cease  to  plunder, 
When  love,  as  law,  shall  have  the  sway, 

And  selfishness  go  under  ; 
Our  generation  let  us  serve 

With  growing  zeal,  my  brother  ; 
The  coming  one,  and  this  our  own, 

Are  linked  to  one  another. 

To  self  alone  we  will  not  live, 

But  leap  the  selfish  border, 
The  ever-helpful  hand  to  give 

To  all  of  merit's  order  ; 
And  Charity,  fair  optimist, 

Who  "  hopeth  all  things,"  brother, 
Will  be  our  friend,  and  still  contend 

We're  linked  to  one  another. 

Those  holy  bonds  of  brotherhood 

United  let  us  tighten  ! 
Soon  earth's  despairing  multitude 

Hope's  brightening  beam  shall  lighten  ; 
Still  let  us  fan  that  love  for  man 

Misanthropy  would  smother, 
For  weal  or  woe,  it  must  be  so — 

We're  linked  to  one  another. 


THE   FACE   THAT   WEARS   A   SMILE 

How  I  have  loved  to  look  upon 

The  placid  face  of  heaven  ! 
The  glory  of  the  rising  sun, 

Or  parting  beams  of  even  ; 
More  potent  yet  than  yon  expanse, 

To  cheer  my  lot  awhile, 
Is  one  dear,  human  countenance — 

The  face  that  wears  a  smile  ! 

Not  lit  by  brief,  delusive  rays, 

That  fitful  moods  impart, 
But  where  the  radiant  brow  displays 

The  sunshine  of  the  heart  ; 
Happy,  thou  true  and  trusting  soul, 

That  knows  no  sinful  wile  ! 
Blest  he  who  feels  thy  sweet  control — 

The  face  that  wears  a  smile  ! 

Something  akin  to  heaven  it  seems — 
Less  human  than  divine — 

The  fairy  spirit  of  my  dreams, 
Of  blessedness  the  sign. 
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8     THE  FACE    THAT   WEARS  A   SMILE 

Ah,  poor  is  he  who  may  but  count 

Upon  his  golden  pile, 
Denied  this  joy's  o'erflowing  fount — 

The  face  that  wears  a  smile  ! 


Blest  beam  !  the  charm  of  maiden's  brow, 

And  matron's  kindly  mien, 
Oh,  what  a  magic  touch  hast  thou, 

To  change  life's  fretful  scene  ; 
Driving  our  angry  passions  back, 

Our  words  that  would  revile, 
A  glory-trail  is  on  its  track — 

The  face  that  wears  a  smile  ! 


Before  its  genial  influence 

The  cloud  of  care  must  lift, 
Life's  losses  find  a  recompense 

In  this  abiding  gift  ; 
More  precious  than  yon  spicy  freight 

The  wealth  of  sunny  isle, 
Pleasures  it  hath  that  never  sate — 

The  face  that  wears  a  smile  ! 


Home  !  blessed  spot,  wherever  lit 

By  thee,  thou  light  benign  ! 
No  melancholy  shadows  flit 

About  that  hallowed  shrine. 
Sure,  we  shall  never  wander  far 

In  ways  debased  and  vile, 
When  beckoned  by  this  radiant  star — 

The  face  that  wears  a  smile  ! 


THE  FACE    THAT   WEARS  A   SMILE 

Oh,  life  of  my  own  life  thou  art 

Till  its  hard  road  be  trod, 
Till  earth  shall  claim  my  baser  part, 

My  spirit  soar  to  God. 
Anticipation  thrill  me  when 

I  tread  the  closing  mile — 
That  I  shall  know  and  love  again 

The  face  that  wears  a  smile  ! 


A   SUNBEAM 

COME  in,  come  in,  thou  sunbeam  bright ! 

Come  in,  thou  blessed  ray  ; 
How  gladly  do  we  greet  thy  light, 
We  mark  the  close  of  winter's  night, 

Hail,  summer's  dawning  day  ! 

How  soft  and  gentle  thy  approach, 

Thou  light  of  heaven  serene  ! 
Now  falling  on  the  patient's  couch, 
He  feels  thy  sweet  reviving  touch, 
Smiles  at  thy  silvery  sheen. 

Draw  back  the  curtain,  let  it  shine 
Full  through  the  casement  wide  ; 
Blest  messenger  of  peace  divine, 
Thou  ray  from  God's  own  face  benign, 
And  Nature's  faithful  guide  ! 

Upspring,  thy  loved  descent  to  greet, 

Her  vast  unnumbered  stems, 

Spreading  a  carpet  for  our  feet 

Ere  Flora,  from  her  royal  seat, 

Displays  her  choicest  gems. 
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A   SUNBEAM  11 

See,  yonder  now  the  widening  rift, 

The  glory-light  expands  ! 
Our  wondering  eyes  and  hearts  we  lift, 
With  praise  and  gladness  for  the  gift 

That  floods  the  smiling  lands  ! 

When  elements  have  been  at  war, 
And  heaven  with  wrath  is  bowed, 

Then,  flashing  forth,  thou  radiant  bar, 

The  fair  horizon  gleams  afar, 
Fast  flies  the  angry  cloud  ! 

So  come,  thou  beam  of  heavenly  grace, 

With  blessings  from  on  high  ; 
Come,  lighten  up  man's  careworn  face, 
His  gloomy  night  of  grief  replace 

With  joy's  unclouded  sky  ! 


'TIS  SUNDAY  IX  THE  MORNING" 

A   SATURDAY-NIGHT   SONG 

The  prospect  brightens  as  it  nears  ! 

Fondly  as  any  lover 
We  greet  the  clay  that  time  endears. 

Our  six  days'  toiling  over  ; 
The  good  wife  goes  about  the  house 

With  touches  of  adorning, 
And  hums  the  while  with  pleasant  smile- 

"  'Tis  Sunday  in  the  morning  !  " 

Our  joy  and  crown,  whose  very  name 

Is  ever  wreathed  in  beauty  ! 
And  sets  the  longing  eyes  aflame 

Of  him  who  does  his  duty  ; 
The  lazy  lout  who  hangs  about, 

All  honest  labour  scorning, 
Can  never  know  the  pleasure-glow 

Of  Sunday  in  the  morning  ! 

You  need  not  set  your  schemes  afloat, 

Unsound  and  sentimental, 
To  make  for  us  a  Sunday  coat 

Of  pattern  Continental  ! 


"'TIS   SUNDAY  IN   THE   MORNING"  13 

We'll  scout  it  as  a  tawdry  rag, 

Unfit  as  an  adorning, 
In  which  to  meet  the  jewel  sweet, 

Our  Sunday  in  the  morning ! 

Old  England  loves  her  day  of  rest, 

(Love's  bond  ye  must  not  sever), 
And  when  she  took  it  to  her  breast, 

She  took  it  there  for  ever. 
Hands  off  it,  then,  ye  wicked  men, 

Or  take  a  sterner  warning, 
Our  treasure  true  we  keep  in  view, 

Our  Sunday  in  the  morning  ! 


WELCOME   TO   SPRING 

Hail,  joyous  Spring  !  for  thou  dost  bring 

Fresh  cause  for  jubilation, 
For  pleasures  true  and  not  a  few 

We  give  thee  salutation  ! 

Kind  mother  earth  has  brought  to  birth 
New  treasures  for  inspection, 

Sweet  crocus,  hail  !  and  snowdrop  pale, 
We  bless  your  resurrection  ! 

Our  native  shire  may  not  aspire 

To  Flora's  richest  dowry, 
Yet  we  shall  look  on  many  a  nook 

Of  landscape  bright  and  flow'ry. 

Soon  blossoms  fair,  with  sweetness  rare, 
Shall  cover  our  thorn  hedges  ; 

While  we  discern  sweet  moss  and  fern 
Shoot  out  from  rocky  ledges. 

By  meadow-side  we  walk  with  pride, 
Where  blades  and  flowerets  glisten  ; 

While  larks  upspring  on  joyous  wing 
To  charm  the  ears  that  listen. 
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The  linnet  green,  with  swaggering  mien, 

Stalks  hard  behind  the  plower  ; 
The  tiny  wren,  away  from  men 

Delights  in  secret  bower. 

And  robin  dear  doth  raise  a  cheer, 

To  greet  this  pleasure-bringer  ! 
Though  strong  of  bill  he  cannot  fill 

The  place  of  leading  singer  ! 

Yet  will  not  hush  before  the  thrush  ; 

His  spirit  independent 
Deserves  a  claim  for  vocal  fame, 

If  it  be  not  transcendent. 

And  soon  with  spring,  on  lightning  wing, 
Will  come  the  welcome  swallow  ; 

Now  high  in  air  or  sweeping  there, 
Quick  as  the  eye  can  follow. 

In  morning's  prime,  0  then's  the  time 

To  see  the  charms  of  Nature  ! 
To  fondly  trace  upon  her  face 

Each  soul-delighting  feature. 

And  what  a  glow  our  spirits  know 
Her  sweet  young  breath  intaking, 

True  joys  of  earth  past  money's  worth 
Heart  melodies  are  waking  ! 

Though  winter's  blast  of  trials  past 
Has  stripped  our  blooms  of  gladness  ; 

Spring's  happy  reign  returns  again 
To  banish  all  our  sadness. 


LILY   OF   THE   VALLEY 


Modest  flower  of  lowly  name, 

Who  can  look  on  thee  unstirred  ? 
In  the  chorus  of  thy  fame 

Will  my  tribute  pass  unheard  ? 
Lily  of  the  Valley,  pale, 
Queen  of  Beauty,  thee  I  hail  ! 


Of  thy  excellences  rare 

It  is  joy  for  me  to  boast, 
Fairest  of  ten  thousand  fair 
Of  the  lovely  floral  host  ; 
Lily  of  the  Valley,  pale, 
Queen  of  Beauty,  thee  I  hail  ! 


Like  the  eyes  of  modest  maid 

Hang  thy  tender  flowerets  down, 
Looking  as  thou  wert  afraid 

Lest  by  me  thou  should'st  be  known  : 
Lily  of  the  Valley,  pale, 
Queen  of  Beauty,  thee  I  hail  ! 
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Though  thou  seek'st  thy  charms  to  hide, 

I  will  kneel  those  charms  to  trace  ; 
Never  did  a  prince's  bride 

Thee  surpass  in  winning  grace  ; 
Lily  of  the  Valley,  pale, 
Queen  of  Beauty,  thee  I  hail  ! 

Virgin  flower  that  lights  the  sod, 

Like  those  fairer  stars  that  dwell 
In  the  firmament  of  God, 
Thou  in  glory  dost  excel  ; 

Still  in  pride  thy  flowerets  nod, 
Queen  of  Beauty,  fare  thee  well ! 


THE    BURSTING    BUD 

BRIGHT,  blithesome  spring  returns  again  ! 

We  greet  her  with  goodwill  ; 
Exultant  is  the  welcome  strain 

That  floats  o'er  vale  and  hill  ; 
Throbs  every  twig  on  every  tree 

With  life's  uprising  flood  ; 
Long  swelling  with  high  promise,  see  ! 

The  bursting  of  the  bud  ! 

0,  may  the  soft,  unfolding  leaf 

Escape  the  withering  wind  ; 
No  tender  blossoms  come  to  grief 

By  elements  unkind  ; 
But  may  the  spring  with  summer  blend, 

And  autumn's  fruitage  good, 
Crown  all  the  hopes  that  now  attend 

The  bursting  of  the  bud  ! 

Bright,  blithesome  youth,  such  be  thy  course 

Through  each  life-season  found  ! 
0,  may  thy  spring-tide's  living  force 

Make  leaf  and  flower  abound  ; 
May  autumn's  sun  life's  clustering  fruit 

With  rays  of  glory  flood, 
And  I  be  there  the  joy  to  share, 

Who  saw  the  bursting  bud  ! 
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"  THAT  MOUTH  WAS  MADE  TO  BE  KISSED  " 

Sweet  baby  on  mother's  knee, 

And  fondled  to  truest  breast, 
What  love  will  be  kept  for  thee, 

Surviving  the  keenest  test ! 
Now  holding  thy  arms  apart, 

And  pressing  each  tender  wrist, 
Dear  mother  declares  from  her  heart, 

That  mouth  was  made  to  be  kissed  ! 

Now  "  baby's  "  a  frolicsome  girl, 

Exulting  in  life's  young  day, 
With  beauty  of  flowing  curl, 

And  features  for  ever  at  play  ; 
What  light  in  those  eyes,  ah,  me  ! 

Such  loveliness  who  could  resist  ? 
With  mother  we  surely  can  see 

That  mouth  was  made  to  be  kissed  ! 

Now  "  baby's  "  a  blushing  maid, 
And  Robin  his  suit  will  press, 

And,  in  the  calm  evening's  shade, 
A  tender  voice  breathes  out  "  Yes." 

Close  under  the  hawthorn  leaves, 
The  moments  may  fly  as  they  list, 

When  Robin,  like  mother,  believes 

That  mouth  was  made  to  be  kissed  ! 
in 


THE    DAISY 

"  Wee,  modest,  crimson-tipped  flower." 

Well  might  the  Caledonian  hard 

So  rapt  thy  praises  sing, 
Thou  modest  flower  that  decks  the  sward 

So  daintily  in  spring  ! 
And  oft  o'er  winter's  furrows  hard 

Doth  wide  thy  petals  fling  ! 

A  rosy  tint  those  petals  mark, 

Still  in  embraces  found, 
Though  long  ago  the  merry  lark 

Hath  scorned  the  solid  ground, 
And,  soaring  high  in  heaven's  arc, 

Warbles  in  space  profound. 

Familiar  flower,  so  sweet  and  true, 

Bright  as  yon  starry  host ! 
The  verdant  pastures  England  through 

Thy  kindly  presence  boast  ; 
Fair  Flora's  carpet,  thou  dost  strew, 

Stretches  from  coast  to  coast. 
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"  What's  in  a  name  ?  "     Much  in  thy  case, 

Sweetest  from  childhood's  lips. 
The  maiden  marks  thy  winsome  grace 

As  o'er  the  lawn  she  trips  ; 
She  kneels,  and  with  a  beaming  face, 

Kisses  thy  crimson  tips  ! 


What  dear  and  sweet  attractions  hung 

Around  thy  lovely  form 
Ere  life's  black  clouds  had  fiercely  flung 

Upon  us  their  wild  storm  ; 
0,  happy  days,  when  we  were  young, 

And  with  affections  warm  ! 

We  sought  thee  by  the  coppice  then, 
And  o'er  the  pastures  wide  : 

We  culled  thee  in  secluded  glen, 
And  by  the  brooklet's  side  ; 

Perhaps  threw  thee  in  the  water,  when 
We  watched  thee  downward  glide. 

Or,  with  our  treasure  in  our  arms, 

We  sat  in  circle  down, 
That  simple  scene  my  bosom  warms, 

Though  past  the  years  have  flown  ! 
When,  oft  exulting  o'er  its  charms, 

We  made  our  daisy  crown  ! 

Dear,  native  flower,  can  we  forget 
Those  happy  days  and  thee  ? 

We  trace  each  line  of  beauty  yet, 
Thy  form  we  love  to  see. 

Until  our  mortal  sun  shall  set 
A  joy  thou  still  shalt  be  ! 


UNDER  GLASS 


Brave  hyacinth  !  Thou  stately  bloom, 
Alike  the  pride  of  royal  room 

And  peasant's  dwelling, 
Circling  that  green  and  sappy  stem, 
How  lightly  hangs  each  floral  gem 

In  worth  excelling  ! 


Thy  perfume  and  majestic  form 
Evoke  my  admiration  warm 

In  vocal  strain, 
Nature  her  crown  to  thee  doth  bring 
And  o'er  the  glorious  realm  of  spring 

Doth  bid  thee  reign  ! 


Here,  bending  o'er  narcissus  gay, 
The  graceful  deutzias  display 

Their  blossoms  white, 
While  sweet-eyed  primulas  attest 
Their  potency  to  stir  the  breast 

With  true  delight. 

22 


UNDER   GLASS 

Dielytra  !  Bless  the  power  Divine 
That  did  unfold  thy  chaste  design 

To  mortal  eyes  ! 
And  clustering  cyclamens  do  vie 
With  proud  spirea  standing  by 

For  beauty's  prize. 

Worthy  the  Muse's  highest  praise 
Are  the  bright  tulip's  dazzling  rays, 

Who  can  express 
The  joy  of  beauty  here  displayed  ? 
Pity,  it  seems,  that  e'er  should  fade 

Such  loveliness  ! 


WALLFLOWERS,  SWEET  WALLFLOWERS! 

0,  SWEET  is  the  wallflower's  scent, 

Here  out  on  this  pleasant  spring  morning  ; 

I  smell  to  my  heart's  content 

This  bloom  of  earth's  early  adorning  ! 

No  dull  dozing  hours  do  I  spend 

When  woke  by  the  din  of  the  starlings, 

But  quick  to  my  garden  descend 
To  greet  you,  my  floral  darlings  ! 

There  are  blooms  with  more  delicate  rays, 
And  dashes  of  beauty  more  striking, 

Which  call  for  a  song  of  high  praise, 
But  ye  are  not  less  to  my  liking. 

Kind  Nature  is  rich  in  supplies, 
And  gifts  she  right  justly  dispenses  ; 

If  some  beauties  ravish  the  eyes, 
Ye  bring  us  delight  to  two  senses  ! 

0,  why  do  men  look  for  delights 

Where  God  never  meant  they  should  find  them  ? 
Pursue  where  a  phantom  invites, 

And  leave  the  true  pleasures  behind  them  ? 
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Why  quaff  they  the  soul-cheering  wine 
Till  it  turns  to  a  soul-fretting  cup  ? 

Themselves  to  their  slumbers  resign 
When  Nature  is  just  getting  up  ? 

But  let  me  be  early  to  rest, 

And  wake  with  the  lark's  vocal  powers, 
And  find  a  true  joy  in  my  breast 

At  the  sight  of  my  sweet-smelling  flowers  ! 


LUSTY   LIFE 

0,  HAPPY  man,  with  life  so  blest, 
Who,  rising  from  his  nightly  rest, 
Goes  forth  with  strength  and  vigour  rife 
To  meet  the  toil  and  stress  of  life  ! 

No  coming  task  doth  him  affright, 
But  in  his  full,  heroic  might, 
The  foemen  from  his  path  he  sweeps, 
And  o'er  the  opposing  barrier  leaps  ! 

Behold  him  put  the  fulcrum-block, 
And  place  the  lever  'neath  the  rock, 
As  to  the  task  his  body  bends 
The  thundering  mass  the  steep  descends  ! 

Or  see  him  now  with  gathering  strength, 
He  stretches  out  his  arms  at  length, 
The  weighty  hammer  round  he  swings 
While  loud  and  oft  the  echo  rings. 

Perchance  he  drives  the  team  along, 
His  voice  attuned  to  lusty  song  ; 
With  supple  limbs  he  guides  the  plough, 
The  flush  of  health  upon  his  brow. 

With  mien  erect  and  open  face, 
In  native  dignity  and  grace, 
With  ne'er  an  evil  thought  to  ban, 
One  should  see  there  a  happy  man  ! 


LUSTY  LIFE  27 

Heard  ye  the  "  ganger's  "  loud  "  Ye-ho  !  " 
(His  voice  has  not  a  "  gentle  flow  ") 
This  is  the  signal  to  his  men 
That  dinner-time  is  here  again. 

Scarce  has  the  welcome  summons  flown 
Ere  pick  and  spade  go  flying  down, 
And  fast  as  appetite  can  urge 
The  navvies  to  one  centre  verge. 

Basket  or  jacket  yields  the  fare, 
Of  rations  full,  or,  haply,  spare, 
Yet  one  may  safely  say  there's  not 
A  poor  dyspeptic  in  the  lot. 

On  barrow,  plank,  or  stone  they  sit, 
As  inclination  seemeth  fit  ; 
And,  truly,  'tis  a  sight  to  view 
The  feasting  of  that  hardy  crew  ! 

See  there,  that  man  his  knife  unclasp, 
And  in  his  left  hand  firmly  grasp 
A  chunk  of  bread,  oh,  heart's  desire  ! 
That  bacon  never  smelt  the  fire  ! 

Here's  "  cut  and  come  again  "  for  sure, 
And  yet  the  assault  won't  long  endure, 
Such  portions  from  that  province  fall 
The  conqueror  soon  will  have  it  all. 

Heaven-favoured  man  !  dost  thou  not  mind 
That  there  are  thousands  of  thy  kind 
Would  half  a  kingdom  give  to  dine 
With  such  an  appetite  as  thine  ? 


LOVE  AND  BEAUTY  EVERYWHERE 

Tread  where  we  will  this  earth  around, 
Soul  is  to  soul  responsive  found, 
And  eye  to  eye  hath  e'er  confessed 
Some  mutual  longing  of  the  breast ; 
Hearts  that  will  beat  in  unison, 

Each  other's  joy  and  sorrow  share, 
And  this  is  God's  world-benison — 

There's  love  and  beauty  everywhere  ! 

The  love-note  of  the  bird  is  ours, 
For  us  the  glory  of  the  flowers, 
The  landscape's  ever-changing  view, 
Our  admiration  wakes  anew. 
Behold  the  smiling  hamlet  scene, 

Where  children  in  wild  frolic  share 
Upon  the  peaceful  village  green — 

There's  love  and  beauty  everywhere  ! 

The  beaming  eye  of  boy  or  girl, 
The  rosy  lip,  the  flowing  curl, 
The  picture  of  a  baby  face 
That  memory  never  tires  to  trace, 
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Are  lovely  things  outweighing  far 
The  mother's  toil  and  anxious  care  ; 

While  love  is  still  her  guiding  star — 
There's  love  and  beauty  everywhere  ! 


Still  in  the  soul  of  man  there  lies 

The  power  to  waken  glad  surprise, 

And  by  exalted  purpose  bind 

In  sympathy  all  humankind. 

And  where  is  found  the  country  lane 

That  hath  not  heard  the  whispering  pair 
Breathe  out  love's  old  and  fond  refrain  ? 

There's  love  and  beauty  everywhere  ! 


Ay,  in  the  least  auspicious  place, 
The  erstwhile  barren  land  to  grace, 
Upspringeth  love's  divinest  bloom, 
To  charm  us  with  its  sweet  perfume. 
And  Moral  Beauty  doth  not  roam 

A  stranger  o'er  this  world  of  care, 
But,  native  born,  each  land's  her  home  ; 

There's  love  and  beauty  everywhere  ! 


In  every  clime  they  live  and  grow, 
Alike  amid  eternal  snow, 
And  where  the  sun's  more  gracious  smile 
With  verdure  clothes  the  southern  isle. 
Love's  motions  thrill  the  sable  breast, 

And  warm  the  bosom  soft  and  fair, 
Let  universal  joy  attest 

There's  love  and  beauty  everywhere  ! 


30         LOVE  AND  BEAUTY  EVERYWHERE 

Be  ours  no  misanthropic  lay, 
We'll  bid  our  Muse  to  still  be  gay, 
While  truth  and  honour  win  our  quest, 
Declare,  "  Whatever  is  is  best." 
Though  life's  enigma  sometimes  wrings 

The  soul  with  anguish  nigh  despair, 
We  have  our  compensating  things, 

There's  love  and  beauty  everywhere  ! 

0,  despots  cannot  all  destroy  ! 
There  is  a  principle  of  Joy — 
A  deathless  beauty  and  a  love 
That  reigns  their  arrogance  above  ! 
Then  break  your  life-destroying  sword, 

It  shall  not  in  love's  triumph  share, 
Let  peace  and  order  be  restored, 

With  love  and  beauty  everywhere  ! 


A    SONG   OF    THE    MORNING 

Hail,  to  the  morning  light  ! 

Lovely  and  young, 
Out  of  the  gloomy  night 

Silently  sprung  ; 
Early  I  love  to  be 
Roaming  at  liberty, 
Feeling  it  making  me 

Happy  and  strong  ! 

Orient  harbinger, 

Blest  be  thy  ray  ! 
Flooding  the  window  there, 

How  can  I  stay  ? 
Scorning  the  bed  of  down. 
Leaving  the  murky  town, 
Over  the  heather  brown, 

Now  I'm  away  ! 

Blessing  the  morning  star, 

Praising  the  lark, 
Vaulting  the  hurdle-bar 

Into  the  park  ; 
Now  for  a  healthy  rush 
Passing  that  elder  bush, 
Starting  the  timid  thrush 

Out  of  its  ark  ! 
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Glorious  abandon  !     See, 

O'er  the  brook's  tide 
Leaping  I  land  on  the 

Opposite  side  ; 
Sure,  I'm  a  boy  again, 
Fancy's  mere  toy  again, 
Frantic  with  joy  again, 
Freedom  and  pride  ! 


SWEET    BLADES    OF    GRASS 

Sweet  blades  of  grass,  sweet  blades  of  grass, 

In  countless  numbers  seen  ! 
How  ye  delight  me,  as  I  pass, 

With  your  fresh  virgin  green. 

The  bards  the  praise  of  flowers  have  sung, 

But  oft  unnoticed  you, 
List !  while  my  humble  harp  is  strung 

To  sound  your  honours  due. 

O'er  all  the  land  the  dazzling  rays 

Of  Flora  are  unfurled  ; 
Not  less,  sweet  blades,  are  ye  the  praise 

And  glory  of  the  world  ! 

And  not  with  beauty's  worth  alone 

Ye  bless  this  earth  of  ours  ; 
But  in  your  ev'ry  blade  upthrown, 

What  life-sustaining  powers  ! 

Nibbled  upon  the  mountain-side 

By  peaceful,  roaming  ilocks, 
And  scarce  with  foothold  are  ye  spied 
On  ledges  of  the  rocks. 
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To  see  you  deck  the  country-side 

With  joy  my  bosom  swells  ; 
Reclothing  all  the  pastures  wide, 
And  carpeting  the  dells  ! 

How  richly  glows  the  buttercup 

'Gainst  your  contrasted  green  ! 
The  modest  daisy's  eye  looks  up 

Your  clustering  stems  between. 

How  glorious,  when  the  summer's  morn 
The  glittering  dew-drop  shows, 

Sweet  are  you  as  the  milk-white  thorn, 
Delightsome  as  the  rose  ! 

Bursting  your  crystals  with  its  wings, 

The  lay  rock  bathes  its  bill, 
Ere  up  yon  boundless  vault  it  springs 

To  sound  its  carol  shrill ! 

At  noon,  soft,  yielding  to  the  touch 

Of  sportive  childhood's  tread, 
While  trembling  age  lays  down  his  crutch 

To  rest  upon  your  bed  ! 

At  eve  we  mark  the  lovers'  quest 

Some  quiet  spot  to  claim  ; 
Where,  while  your  verdant  couch  is  prest, 

They  own  the  mutual  flame  ! 

Sweet  blades  of  grass,  earth's  glorious  dower, 

Delight  us  while  ye  may  ; 
Ere  withered  grass  and  faded  flower 

Proclaim  life's  passing  day  ! 


UNDER  A  LANCASHIRE  THORN  HEDGE 

Did  tropic  scene  e'er  bless  the  traveller's  sight, 

With  charm  more  potent  than  in  thee  I  find  ? 
Thy  clustering  blossoms  gloriously  alight, 

Their  fragrance  borne  upon  the  sportive  wind  ; 

Fortune  at  last  to  thee  is  surely  kind, 
So  bravely  thou  didst  stand  stern  winter's  frown  ; 

Thy  spreading  branches,  fondly  intertwined, 
Now  treasure-laden,  low  are  bending  down 
With  offerings  meet,  indeed,  to  enrich  earth's  floral 
crown  ! 


And  sweet  wild  flowers  adorn  the  grassy  bank, 

The  hardy  fern  unfolds  its  graceful  frond  ; 
The  foxglove  rises  there  in  kindly  rank, 

And  tufts  of  thick-set  yarrow  stretch  beyond  ; 

To  humblest  native  forms  our  hearts  respond  ! 
The  wild  rose  there,  just  in  the  bursting  bud, 

Stirs  in  the  breast  anticipations  fond, 
Two  prickly  arms  rise  o'er  yon  tangled  wood, 
Who  takes  their  fairy  prize  will  draw  life's  crimson 
flood  ! 
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Pride  of  our  country  lanes  !     Our  native  shire 
Has  special  love  for  thee,  thou  sturdy  thorn  : 

Though  industry  pours  forth  its  smoke  and  fire, 
The  poorest  landscape  thou  dost  oft  adorn — 
(Though  somewhat  of  thy  native  beauty  shorn.) 

Through    changing    scenes    thou    art    a    changeless 
friend  ; 
The  old,  with  life's  hard  battle  weary  worn, 

Beneath  thy  shade  their  feeble  footsteps  wend, 

The    while    some  friendly  arm  its  kindly  aid  doth 
lend. 


Here  gifts  are  laid  on  friendship's  hallowed  shrine, 
While  happy  converse  wiles  the  evening  hour, 

God-given  friendship  !     Round  thy  name  we  twine 
These  glorious  blossoms,  rich  with  sun  and  shower, 
Ye  ministers  of  joy,  earth's  priceless  dower  ! 

Charged  is  the  air  we  breathe  with  your  sweet  scent, 
While  kindling  eyes  respond  to  beauty's  power  ; 

Your  presence  makes  us  more  with  life  content, 

For  still  its  bitter  with  some  sweet  is  ever  blent. 


How  children,  too,  delight  in  this  retreat  ! 

Children  and  flowers  !     What  joy  their  presence 
brings  ; 
What  music  in  the  sound  of  tripping  feet, 

And  in  the  merry  laughter  that  outrings  ! 

(How  many  are  our  pleasure-giving  springs  !) 
The  mother,  anxious  grown  for  little  Nell, 

Rises  in  haste,  her  work  aside  she  flings, 
She  meets  her  running  her  delight  to  tell, 
"  See,  mamma,  what  a  pretty  posy  !  Will  yo'  smell  ?  " 
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And  lovers  fond  the  favourite  shade  frequent— 
Nor  does  the  oft-told  tale  grow  less  intense — 

Here  many  a  spray  from  hanging  bough  is  rent 
To  give  occasion  for  a  feigned  defence, 
Yet  lightly  we  forgive  the  sly  pretence  ! 

When  heart  to  heart  beats  true  joy's  cup  runs  o'er, 
For  life's  stern  ills  the  blissful  recompense  ; 

Then  on  sweet  lips  plant  kisses  by  the  score 

While  maiden  scoldeth  oft,  yet  inly  sighs  for  more  ! 


THE   GLORY   OF  THE   SUN 

"  Glory  be  to  God  for  the  glory  of  the  sun." 

0,  mighty  Sol,  I  sing  thy  praise, 

And  undeclining  fame  ! 
What  hearts  through  all  the  bygone  days 

Have  blest  thy  quickening  flame  ! 
On  furrowed  age  and  beauty's  brow 

Thou  hast  unceasing  shone, 
Glory  be  to  God 

For  the  glory  of  the  sun  ! 

Thou  shinest  with  as  quenchless  power 

To  cheer  the  bridal  day, 
As  when  o'er  Eden's  leafy  bower 

Shot  forth  thy  glorious  ray, 
Blessing  the  last  as  thou  didst  bless 

That  first  love-union  ; 
Glory  be  to  God 

For  the  glory  of  the  sun  ! 

It  glistens  on  the  forest  leaves 
And  makes  the  pastures  gay  ; 

Lo  !  autumn  with  its  golden  sheaves 
Attests  its  magic  sway  ; 

38 


THE   GLORY  OF   THE   SUN  39 

Through  every  harvest  song  of  joy 

Let  this  thanksgiving  run — 
Glory  be  to  God 

For  the  glory  of  the  sun  ! 


Sweet  Flora  trips  across  the  sward 

With  a  bewitching  grace  ; 
Can  we  conceal  the  joy  we  feel 

To  see  her  lovely  face  ? 
And  she  is  dight  in  garments  bright, 

With  rays  of  glory  spun, 
Glory  be  to  God 

For  the  glory  of  the  sun  ! 


The  children  gambol  in  the  sheen, 

(0,  how  the  welkin  rings  !) 
Earth's  angels  fair  with  heaven's  compare- 

They  only  want  the  wings  ! 
The  very  sunshine  of  our  lives 

Is  all  their  joy  and  fun. 
Glory  be  to  God 

For  the  glory  of  the  sun  ! 


0,  here  upon  this  grassy  knowe 

His  blessed  rays  we  seek  ; 
To  play  upon  the  careworn  brow, 

And  on  the  pallid  cheek, 
The  very  flood-tide  of  his  heat 

We  do  not  wish  to  shun. 
Glory  l)i-  to  God 

For  the  glory  of  the  sun  ! 
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Old  Melancholy  marked  us  out, 

Screwed  up  his  nether  lip, 
And  inly  vowed  we'd  want  a  shroud 

Once  fairly  in  his  grip  ; 
A  flood  of  light  put  out  his  sight, 

And  so  the  day  we  won. 
Glory  be  to  God 

For  the  glory  of  the  sun  ! 


A   SINGING   PRISONER 

In  passing  down  the  city  street 

Just  at  the  peep  of  day, 
Pausing,  I  heard  glad  music  sweet 

Come  floating  o'er  the  way  ; 
I  crossed  to  see  from  whence  it  came, 

When,  in  the  shadow  dark, 
Close  hanging  o'er  a  cottage  door, 

I  saw  an  imprisoned  lark. 

Hard  man,  I  thought,  has  here  confined 

Thy  else  uprising  wing, 
Yet  in  this  narrow  space  confined 

Thou  canst  not  help  but  sing  ; 
Strong  was  my  impulse  then  to  tear 

Away  its  prison  bar, 
And  bid  it  seek  its  native  air 

And  greet  the  morning  star  ! 

Sweet  bird  !  "  cribbed,  cabined,  and  confined," 

Thou  dost  a  lesson  yield  ; 
Thy  song  no  more  the  sportive  wind 

May  waft  o'er  scented  field  ; 
Vet  with  thy  mean  environment 

Thou  valiantly  dost  cope, 
And,  with  no  note  of  discontent, 

Ring  out  thy  song  of  hope  ! 
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Wert  thou  not  wont  to  lave  thy  breast 

Amid  the  dewy  grass  ! 
And  make  thy  sweet  and  cosy  nest 

Where  footsteps  might  not  pass  ? 
But  vain  was  all  thy  watchful  care, 

A  captive  thou  art  found  ; 
Yet,  like  the  souls  of  martyrs  were, 

Thy  spirit  is  unbound  ! 

The  bird  that  warbles  in  the  brake, 

The  bee  that  sucks  the  flower, 
Though  bright  life's  morn  on  which  they  wake, 

Soon  comes  their  evening  hour  ; 
Why  should  the  ruthless  hand  of  man 

Rob  them  of  life's  sweet  store  ? 
When  they  have  lived  their  little  span, 

They  die,  and  are  no  more  ! 

Hail,  lowliest  flower  that  scents  the  air, 

Or  simplest  song  that  floats  ! 
The  first  compels  our  kindly  care, 

This  charms  us  with  its  notes  ! 
Welcome,  ye  ministers  of  bliss, 

Like  smiles,  or  loving  words  ! 
Few  are  the  boons  this  world  would  miss 

More  than  the  songs  of  birds ! 


WHERE    GLORY    WAITS 

'  Go  where  glory  waits  thee." — Moore. 

Go  where  duty  leads  thee, 
Be  not  thou  delayed, 

Where  thy  brother  needs  thee, 
Lend  a  brother's  aid. 

Go  where  truth  doth  lend  thee 

Her  unsullied  light, 
While  her  beams  attend  thee 

Thou  shalt  walk  aright. 

Go,  the  voice  unheeding 
That  would  lure  thee  back, 

May  the  charmer's  pleading 
Never  work  thy  wrack. 

Go  where  honour  never 
Shall  disown  thy  name, 

And  by  stern  endeavour 
Shun  the  path  of  shame. 

Go,  indulgence  spurning 

On  the  lap  of  ease  ; 
Keep  thy  soul  a-burning 

With  high  purposes  !  i 
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Go,  though  cowards  meeting 

Tell  disaster  near ; 
Scorn  their  base  retreating, 

And  their  i  craven  fear. 

Go,  with  brow  uplifted, 
Dread  no  mortars  ban  ; 

Heaven-born  soul  and  gifted, 
Step  it,  like  a  man  ! 

Go,  as  moral  freemen 
Went  to  stake  or  chain  ; 

Stand,  as  did  the  three  men 
Once  on  Dura's  plain. 

"  Stand,"  the  preacher  preacheth 
By  Heaven's  high  command  ; 

"  Stand,"  he  thus  beseecheth, 
"  Having  done  all,  stand  !  " 

Terrible  and  real 

Though  thy  foes  be  found, 
Fix  thy  life's  ideal 

On  the  highest  ground. 

There  are  greater  battles 

In  the  human  soul 
Than  where  musket  rattles, 

Or  war's  thunders  roll  ! 

Smite  !  though  strength  abateth, 
Raise  thy  shield  embossed, 

"  He  who  hesitateth," 
Saith  the  sage,  is  lost ! 
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On  !  thy  brave  endeavour 

Heart  of  youth  shall  fire, 
Thy  example  ever 

Shall  his  breast  inspire. 

Honour's  word  is  royal, 

At  her  bidding  stir  ! 
Like  a  subject  loyal 

Doff  thy  cap  to  her  ! 

Quit  thee  !  heir  of  glory, 

Firm  thy  purpose  bind  ; 
There  is  life  before  thee, 

There  is  death  behind  ! 

"  Christian,"  though  death  shunning 

Yearns  o'er  child  and  wife, 
Crying  out,  whilst  running, 

"  Life,  eternal  life  !  " 

Lo  !  yon  mountain's  summit 
Gleams  with  heavenly  light  ; 

Till  that  goal  thou  come  at 
Climb  the  rugged  height  ! 

"  Go  where  glory  waits  thee," 

When  thy  task  is  o'er, 
Past  the  Golden  Gates,  see  ! 

Pleasures  evermore. 


BABY'S   BEDTIME 

ON    BLACKSTONE    EDGE 

Bless  thi  now,  my  little  lamb, 

(If  folks  yerd  they'd  think  mi  simple  !) 
Tell  mi,  does  te  love  thi  mam  ? 

Let  mi  kiss  that  bonny  dimple  ! 
Hoo's  her  mammy's  little  chuck, 

Makin'  me  some  fain  un  proud  ; 
How  aw  love  thi,  darlin'  duck, 

Thou'rt  wuth  thi  weight  i'  gowd  ! 

Let  mi  put  thi  i'  thi  kayther, 

Thry  to  go  to  sleep,  love,  soon  ; 
There's  no  supper  for  thi  father, 

Un  aw  haven't  warm't  his  shoon  ; 
For  he's  witchert  now,  aw  know, 

Thrampin'  o'er  yon  moorland  cowd, 
Eh,  tha  wakken  powse  !  but,  oh, 

Thou'rt  wuth  thi  weight  i'  gowd  ! 

Come  now,  twitherin'  like  a  linnet, 

Will  te  howd  thi  little  din  ? 
For  aw'm  lip'nin  every  minute 

0  thi  daddy  comin'  in. 
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Aw  will  tuck  thi  snug  un  warm 
Wi  this  blanket  double  fowd — 

Give  o'er  puttin'  out  thi'  arm — 
Thou'rt  wuth  thi  weight  i'  gowd  ! 

How  aw  love  my  bonny  queen, 

Un  mi  heart  is  fairly  leapin', 
Just  to  see  thoose  pratty  een 

Fro'  that  snow-white  pillow  peepin'  ! 
God  be  praised,  for  aw  am 

With  a  priceless  gift  endowed  ; 
For  to  buy  my  little  lamb 

Earth  has  not  enough  o  gowd  ! 


FRO'   T'   "BROWN   COW" 

Eh  !  down  into  t'  guther  hoo's  gone, 
Aw  weesh  aw  had  just  bin  i'  time, 

But  aw  know  very  weel  an  owd  mon 
Connut  run  as  he  did  in  his  prime. 

An'  what'll  thi  fayther  say  now  ? 

(Pray,  lass,  dunnot  goo  into  fits) 
Tha's  slathert  his  ale  fro'  t'  "  Brown  Cow," 

An'  tha's  brokken  thi  pitcher  to  bits  ! 

That  leg  geet  a  bit  of  a  wrench, 
Oh,  dear,  what  a  mess  to  be  sure  ! 

How  tha's  deeted  thi  beeshop,  mi  wench, 
An'  there's  slutch  on  thi  neck  an  thi  yure. 

Come,  come,  dunnot  cry,  little  duck, 
There's  wus  things  that  happen  ut  say, 

But  aw's  never  expect  ony  luck 
If  aw  dernt  befriend  thee  to-day. 

So  out  o'  mi  pocket  tha  comes — 
Check  hankicher,  welly  spoil  new, 

Now,  put  up  thi  fingers  an'  thumbs, 
An'  let  mi  see  what  aw  con  do. 
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Aw'm  clumsy,  mi  love,  dunnot  winch, 

For  aw  wernt  wi  gentility  bred  ; 
But  aw'll  guess  what  is  reet  to  an  inch, 

An'  say  sometimes  what  should  bi  said. 

Come,  let  mi  just  wipe  thi  black  een. 

An'  make  thi  face  pratty  an'  clen, 
Theer  !  thou  art  as  nice  as  a  queen, 

Aw'll  kiss  thi  just  once,  an'  again  ! 

It's  an  ill  wind  blows  nobri  good, 

Aw  feel  welly  fain  ut  tha's  fo'n  ! 
Tha  sweet  little  innocent  bud, 

Aw  weesh  aw  could  co  thi  mi  own  ! 

For  aw'm  but  an  owd  batchelor  spylt, 

Who  gwos  about  feelin'  a  smart. 
An'  aw  ne'er  look  i'  th'  face  of  a  chylt 

But  aw  bless  it  fro'  t'  cure  o'  mi  heart ! 

0,  what  a  big  foo  aw  have  bin  ! 

To  throw  sich  good  chances  away, 
If  aw  wur  not  too  owd  to  begin, 

Aw'd  bi  off  a-courtin'  to-day  ! 

God  bless  thi,  mi  lass,  run  thi  whoam, 

Stop  !  here  is  a  shillin'  to  pay 
For  t'  pitcher  an'  th'  ale  :  hut,  begum, 

Aw  think  ut  ale's  bust  thrown  away  ! 

To  me  it  has  ne'er  bin  a  friend, 

Ay  !  run  to  thi  fayther  just  now. 
An'  tell  him  i'  future  to  send 

For  milk,  an'  not  ale,  fro'  f  •'  Drown  Cow.'* 
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LANCASTRIA 

Lancastria  !  (a  mighty  name) 

Accept  my  unpretentious  lay 
In  honour  of  thy  deathless  fame, 

And  all  thy  worthy  deeds  array  ! 

Foremost  to  succour  the  oppressed, 
To  lead  the  van  of  Equal  Rights, 

Here  thrills  in  thee  the  manly  breast, 
With  memories  of  a  hundred  fights  ! 

Humanity  by  wrong  aggrieved, 

Hath  seen  thy  forward  flag  unfurled  ; 

And  Freedom  has  from  thee  received 
An  impulse  that  hath  moved  the  world. 

Be  true  to  thy  traditions  yet, 

Thy  triumphs  but  incentives  still, 

To  crush  the  evils  that  beset 

Thy  path,  and  work  the  nation's  ill ! 

Still  cultivate  the  open  mind, 

For  thee  the  light  of  truth  allures, 

Thy  life  be  healthy  as  the  wind 

That  sways  the  heather  on  the  mooi>. 
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Is  it  a  vain,  delusive  hope, 

Which  but  an  insane  mind  becomes, 
That  good  shall  yet  with  evil  cope 

As  to  wash  out  our  city  slums  ? 

Thy  merchant  princes  kindlier  feel 

For  those  who  help  to  win  their  wealth, 

And  by  their  philanthropic  zeal 

Advance  the  claims  of  public  health. 

For  park,  and  playground,  open  space, 
Are  proofs  of  more  enlarged  desires  ; 

In  these  ennobling  acts  of  grace 
Oh,  may  our  sons  excel  their  sires. 

Keep  fun  and  humour  bubbling  up, 
Let  laughter  still  contagious  ring  ; 

And  quaff  of  joy  the  o'erflowing  cup, 
While  aye  the  song  of  hope  we  sing. 

In  spite  of  all  our  discontent 

Of  life,  so  full  of  moral  blight, 
Did  this  our  England  e'er  present, 

More  children  pleasant  to  the  sight  ? 

And  she  must  yield  a  foremost  place 

To  thee,  our  County  Palatine, 
So  rich  in  wealth  of  winsome  grace, 

And  fair  with  beauty's  every  line. 

Still  from  your  lives  dull  care  begone  ; 

Ye  youthful  forms  that  make  us  glad  ! 
Whose  hundred  faces  beam  for  one 

That  is  with  life's  experience  sad. 
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What  Scotia's  bard  of  Scotia  sung, 
Lancastria  may  call  her  own, 

The  fireside  joys  of  old  and  young 
Give  to  our  lives  their  healthy  tone. 

And  seemly  is  our  native  pride 

Those  hallowed  spots  our  steps  allure  ; 

Where  fingers  deft,  with  taste  allied, 
Make  palaces  in  miniature  ! 

Domestic  scenes,  all  passing  sweet, 

In  crowding  thousands  count  we  may, 

Where  none  may  pass  with  soiled  feet 
The  threshold  of  the  Sabbath  day  ! 

Hold  by  the  Sabbath  calm  that  brings 
A  sweet  reflection  at  its  close, 

For  in  his  ear  an  angel  sings 

Who  all  its  best  observance  knows. 

Maintain  your  place,  my  County's  lads, 
And  seize  the  "  skirts  of  happy  chance  " 

With  firmer  grip,  and,  scorning  fads, 
Upon  the  world's  highway  advance  ! 

The  manly  mien,  the  fine  physique, 
Are  only  in  exceptions  yours  ; 

That  highest  type  of  manhood  seek, 
The  strength  which  victory  ensures  I 

And  moral  grit  ye'll  surely  need 
To  fight  the  habit  that  bemeans  ; 

And  he  that  in  the  strife  would  lead 
Should  lay  the  purpose  in  his  teens  ! 
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The  Empire's  growth  creates  a  need, 

Be  diligent,  improve  your  lot, 
Or  some  one  from  'ayont  the  Tweed 

Will  take  your  place  !     Beware  the  Scot  ! 


ROSTHERNE 

For  situation  beautiful  art  thou, 

Most  ancient  fane  !     As  we  approach  thee  now 

We  feel  that  awe  which  hoary  age  inspires. 
Here  sleep  those  sturdy  yeomen — England's  pride, 
Who  in  their  day  rode  o'er  these  acres  wide, 

In  lusty  life's  strong  purpose  and  desires  ! 
Here  let  us  sit  this  old  memorial  near, 
And  gaze  awhile  across  the  placid  mere, 

In  all  the  quiet  of  this  summer's  eve  ! 
Perchance  on  this  same  spot  in  days  of  yore 
Some  aged  couple  told  their  mercies  o'er, 

Or  lovers  fond  the  place  were  slow  to  leave. 
And  we,  surveying  this  expanse  serene, 
Do    feel    its    wondrous    charm,  and  linger  o'er  the 
scene ! 
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THE   TYPICAL   LANCASHIRE   LASS 

HARK,  to  the  rapid  footstep  chime  ! 

And  see  yon  active  maiden  pass  ; 
Her  gait  doth  shame  the  limping  rhyme 

That  would  extol  my  County's  lass  ! 

Dressed  with  no  lack  of  taste  she  shows 
Betimes  a  form  of  queenly  grace, 

And  many  a  love-lorn  victim  knows 
The  witching  beauty  of  her  face  ! 

Enhancing  still  her  winsome  ways 
(When  spring  doth  floral  gems  beget), 

With  pride  her  maiden  breast  displays 
The  primrose  or  the  violet. 

If  granting  beauty,  do  not  deem 
She  lacks  the  more  essential  part ; 

Who  know  her  best  the  best  esteem 
Her  diligence  and  warmth  of  heart  ! 
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Who  hath  not  praised  her  fingers  deft, 
Her  qualities  of  heart  and  mind  ? 

Eclipsing  honours  won  with  weft 
By  triumphs  of  a  moral  kind. 
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Somewhat  impetuous,  at  times, 

A  stranger  might  account  her  rude  ; 

But  anger's  fury  at  foul  crimes 

Is  matched  by  pity's  melting  mood. 

In  practice  putting  what  we  preach, 
She  hath  at  heart  religion's  root ; 

And  in  the  Sunday  School  can  "  teach 
The  young  idea  how  to  shoot." 

Sweet  Poesy,  devoutly  loved, 

Hath  found  in  her  a  tender  nurse  ; 

Her  soul,  to  noblest  purpose  moved, 
Thrills  with  the  power  of  sacred  verse  ! 

Not  hers  the  inharmonious  din, 

When  Sabbath  wakes  the  vocal  flame  ; 

Yet  once  the  house  of  God  within, 

She  lauds  with  zeal  the  Eternal  Name  ! 

If  in  her  love  affairs  she  shows 
Betimes  a  want  of  wisdom's  gift, 

Life's  fiercest  storm  she  dare  oppose, 
And  from  her  choice  she  will  not  drift. 

Have  we  not  seen  her  heavy  cross 
With  most  heroic  patience  borne  ? 

While  love  remained  she  owned  no  loss, 
And  shamed  a  wastrel  husband's  scorn  ! 

If  with  a  flash  of  angry  zeal 

She  may  the  dirty  footprint  ban, 

She  cannot  well  her  joy  conceal 

When  everything  looks  "  spick  and  span  ! 
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Not  now  the  time,  nor  this  the  place, 

To  amplify  on  her  defects  ; 
But  may  she  still  excel  in  grace 

The  charm  and  glory  of  her  sex  ! 

Fair  be  her  fame  for  honour's  sake, 
No  aping  pride  her  life  distress  ; 

And  may  her  true  discernment  make 
A  benediction  of  success. 

As  'mid  the  looms'  distracting  din 
She  sees  the  perfect  pattern  wrought, 

So  in  life's  turmoil  may  she  win 
The  fair  designs  of  noble  thought  ! 

Whom  Cobbett  praised  with  graceful  pen, 
From  her  the  laurel  shall  not  pass  ! 

Here's  to  her  worth  and  fame  again, 
Your  health,  my  County's  bonny  lass  ! 


DOWN    IN   A    SHADY   LANE 

THE  gloaming  hour  is  here, 

The  sun  is  sinking  low, 
In  yon  horizon  clear 

He  sets  with  ruddy  glow. 
Now  Mary's  loving  look 

Shall  bless  her  happy  swain, 
We'll  seek  some  quiet  nook 

Down  in  a  shady  lane  ! 

The  flowers  are  closing  up 

Their  petals  for  the  night, 
The  golden  buttercup, 

And  modest  daisy  bright. 
Friend  of  the  tender  thought 

Is  evening's  peaceful  reign, 
Sweet  feelings  come  unsought 

Down  in  a  shady  lane  ! 

Blest  theme  !  so  old,  and  yet 

As  blushing  beauty  young, 
When  mutual  souls  are  met 

Thy  finest  chords  are  strung. 
Let  love  and  beauty  still 

O'er  hearts  triumphant  reign, 
And  give  their  dearest  thrill 

Down  in  a  shady  lane  ! 
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Might  thou  remain  as  now, 

Dear  maid,  so  young  and  fair, 
And  time  upon  thy  brow 

Ne'er  draw  one  line  of  care  : 
Thine  eyes  their  radiance  pour, 

Those  cheeks  their  hue  retain, 
Stay  !  moralise  no  more 

Down  in  a  shady  lane  ! 

Once  more  I  press  the  lips 

Of  such  bewitching  power, 
The  bee  thus  honey  sips 

From  Nature's  sweetest  flower. 
May  Heaven  approve  the  bliss, 

Nor  count  the  moments  vain, 
Sealed  with  this  parting  kiss 

Down  in  a  shady  lane  ! 


THE   BONNY   BOWDON   DOWNS 

Away  !  away  !  0,  why  delay  ? 

Now  we  have  got  the  chance  ! 
To  win  awhile  sweet  Nature's  smile — 

At  least,  one  winsome  glance  ! 
More  dear  to  me  one  trill  of  lark 

Than  all  the  wit  of  clowns. 
Hail,  lark  and  thrush,  and  tree  and  bush, 

Hail,  bonny  Bowdon  downs  ! 

Away  !  away  !  let  us  be  gay, 

And  leave  dull  care  behind  ! 
When  duty's  done  there's  room  for  fun 

And  pleasant  ease  of  mind  ; 
0,  there  are  joys  the  country  gives 

We  ne'er  can  find  in  towns  ! 
Who  knows  the  power  of  wayside  flower 

Loves  bonny  Bowdon  downs  ! 

Away  !  away  !  in  glad  array 

Are  forms  of  Nature  dight  ! 
Whose  beauty's  spell  our  bosoms  swell 

With  feelings  of  delight  ; 
And  simple  beauties  that  outshine 

The  gleam  of  jewelled  crowns, 
Do  grow,  my  lass,  among  the  grass 

On  bonny  Bowdon  downs  ! 
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Away  !  away  !  we  will  this  day 

With  a  red  letter  mark  ! 
By  cosy  Bollington  we'll  stray, 

And  round  by  Dunham  Park  ; 
Then  leisurely  returning  view 

(All  in  their  pleasant  grounds) 
Those  villas  fair  that  well  compare 

With  bonny  Bowdon  downs  ! 


MY   CLEMATIS   "LA   FRANCE" 

SOON  as  stern  winter's  iron  reign 
Did  yield  to  summer  earth's  domain, 
Outrang  the  lark's  exulting  strain 

High  in  yon  blue  expanse  ! 
And  thou,  my  gem,  whose  praise  I  chant, 
(My,  seemingly,  all  lifeless  plant) 
Did'st  show  of  life  thou  wert  not  scant, 

My  beautiful  "  La  France  !  " 

As  soon  came  forth  thy  leaflets  fair, 
Which  I  did  guard  with  loving  care, 
Lest  that,  perchance,  the  frosty  air 

Should  pierce  them  like  a  lance  ; 
Thy  stems  I  trained  to  catch  the  sun, 
Ungrudged  was  every  service  done 
For  thee,  whose  sweet  attractions  won 

My  heart,  my  own  "  La  France  !  " 

At  early  dawn,  in  rapture  mute, 
Alone  I  viewed  thy  growing  shoot, 
Which,  mentally  from  tip  to  root, 

I  measured  at  a  glance  ! 
Thus  watched  I  thee  from  day  to  day 
In  vigour  climb  thy  trellised  way, 
With  promise  of  a  rare  display, 

My  excellent  "  La  France  !  " 
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Thou  did'st  not  hold  thyself  aloof 
From  thy  mean  dwelling,  scarcely  proof 
Against  the  storm,  the  humble  roof 

Yet  sheltered  thy  advance  ! 
The  structure  rude  of  glass  and  wood 
Thou  did'st  adorn  with  leaf  and  bud, 
And  proud  as  any  king  I  stood 

To  praise  thee,  my  "  La  France  !  " 

And  soon  the  bud  a  flower  became, 

A  royal  purple,  all  aflame, 

And  worthy  beauty's  highest  fame 

And  glory  to  enhance  ! 
And  ne'er  was  breast  of  lover  filled 
With  truer  joy  than  that  which  thrilled 
My  heart,  to  see  my  hopes  fulfilled 

In  thee,  my  sweet  "  La  France  !  " 

Most  meet  art  thou  to  reign  beside 
The  rose,  of  English  hearts  the  pride, 
Though  thou  may'st  not  with  her  divide 

The  glamour  of  romance  ! 
And  sisters  of  thy  royal  line, 
With  grace  and  beauty  such  as  thine, 
I  trust  ere  long  to  claim  as  mine, 

My  beautiful  "  La  France  !  " 
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My  own,  my  native  shire,  in  thee 
Is  Flora  cherished  and  admired  ; 

And  ne'er  her  humblest  form  we  see 
With  eye  unnamed,  with  soul  unfired  ! 

If  Nature  hath  the  southern  shire 
Adorned  with  more  luxuriant  leaf, 

Thy  beauty  spots  the  solar  fire 
Brings  out  in  fine  and  bold  relief. 

Though  less  variety  prevails 
To  set  our  cottage  fronts  aglow, 

The  tall  nasturtium  never  fails 

To  charm  us  with  its  dazzling  show. 

And  many  a  window-sill  is  gay 

With  fuchsia,  musk,  or  other  flower  ; 

And  countless  garden  plots  repay 

Our  toilers  with  their  precious  dower. 

From  biting  frost,  and  withering  storm, 
Is  sheltered,  with  parental  pride, 

Full  many  a  favourite's  tender  form 
Till  summer  hath  its  petals  dyed. 
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And  who  our  praiseful  song  shall  hush 
O'er  pansy,  unsurpassed  in  grace  ? 

The  dahlia's  form,  and  virgin's  blush 
Shall  yield  to  none  the  honoured  place  ! 

"What  marigolds  are  thickly  massed, 
By  fragrant  mignonette,  or  phlox  ! 

And  I  have  never  seen  surpassed 

My  neighbour's  bed  of  German  stocks. 

"  Lad's  love  "  still  haunts  the  cottage  door 
Beside  the  lupine's  gallant  stem  ; 

And  still  the  eyes  of  maidens  pore 
Upon  their  own  Sweet  William  ! 

Some  signs  of  grief  the  lilac  shows 
Lest  our  affections  we  transfer, 

And  we  must  cheer  the  red,  red  rose 
In  honour  of  old  Lancaster  ! 

Old  favourites  are  looking  shy 

That  once  did  greet  us  with  a  smile, 

Because  ourmodera  wits  decry 
The  old  herbaceous  garden  style  ! 

Their  craze  for  geometric  lines 
Has  brought  us  evil  in  its  train, 

With  crude,  or  fanciful  designs 
Distorting  Flora's  sweet  domain  ! 

0,  see  her  struggling  to  maintain 
Her  place  in  our  industrious  hive  I 

Assist  her  kind,  benignant  reign, 
The  love  of  beauty  keep  alive  ! 
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In  kindly  purpose,  not  in  wrath, 
Yon  watery  clouds  above  us  mass, 

The  frequent  showers  that  flood  our  path 
Ensure  a  glorious  yield  of  grass  ! 

Sweet  blades  of  grass  !  about  whose  roots 
The  scented  clover  wide  is  spread  ; 

Still  from  your  midst  the  layrock  shoots, 
Nor  fears  our  murky  sky  o'erhead. 

Let  spring  with  all  her  gladness  come, 
Our  children  greet  the  daffodils, 

And  autumn  shows  the  heather  bloom 
Hath  not  forsook  our  native  hills  ! 

Behold  our  cowslip's  golden  hue ! 

Our  daisy  hath  as  bright  an  eye 
As  ever  peered  the  meadows  through, 

And  won  the  praise  of  passers-by. 

Is  there  not  hope  for  him  whose  mind 
Some  simple  floral  gem  enshrines  ? 

And  many  such  we  daily  find 
By  certain  and  unfailing  signs. 

Love's  labour  yet  ensures  its  own 

Rich  recompense,  with  pleasure  fraught, 

A  flower  in  one's  own  garden  grown 

Is  prized  more  than  a  flower  that's  bought  ! 

Hail  !  native  flowers  of  humblest  guise, 
That  have  your  spell  about  us  flung, 

Ye  shall  not  lack  admiring  eyes 

While  love  and  beauty  shall  be  sung  ! 


ON   THE   BOWLING   GREEN 

Let  football  youthful  ardour  show, 
Let  batsmen  to  the  wicket  go, 
As  well  and  worthily  we  throw 

The  polished  wooden  ball ! 
How  pleasant,  on  the  yielding  sward, 
With  friends  you  hold  in  true  regard, 
To  bowl  for  honour,  which  award 

We  deem  the  best  of  all. 

Thou  glorious,  good  old  English  game  ! 
That  stirs  the  emulative  flame 

And  dominating  will. 
Who  here  as  victor  hopes  to  stand 
Must  have  the  sure  directing  hand, 
Ami  show  both  tact  and  skill. 

Now  let  our  heroes  play  their  part. 
I  Cere  let  us  sit  and  see  them  start, 
Although  you  thought  your  saying  smart, 

l>  What's  in  a  game  like  this  ?  " 
A  game,  you  Baid,  but  only  lit 
For  men  with  neither  "  go  *'  nor  grit, 
Y\  Inch  shows  your  wisdom  and  your  wit 

Sometimes  the  mark  will  miss. 
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See,  from  the  bowl-house  forth  they  come  ! 
Tyldsley,  with  Lever  his  brave  chum, 

Each  as  a  bowler  tried. 
Next  Prior  with  his  comrade  Gee, 
Keen  to  contend  for  victory, 

Form  the  opposing  side. 


Up  goes  a  penny  for  the  "  jack," 
The  while  a  joke  must  Lever  crack, 
And  gives  his  thigh  a  rousing  smack. 

Tyldsley  the  toss  has  won  ! 
With  three-score  years  and  ten  behind, 
His  hand  is  steady,  clear  his  mind,  i 
A  doughty  foe,  and  one  you'll  find 

Not  easily  out-done. 


Now  on  the  rag  his  foot  is  seen, 

He  sends  the  jack  right  o'er  the  green 

(Though  "  short  lengths  "  he  prefers)  ; 
His  eye  pursues  its  onward  bound, 
Marks  well  the  bias  and  the  ground, 

For  these  are  "  points,"  good  sirs  ! 


Next  Prior  comes  with  cunning  hand, 

The  distance  in  a  moment  scanned, 

He  gives  his  ball  this  strange  command. 

"  Go  thou  and  kiss  tlie  jack  !  " 
Up  Lever  steps  with  ready  pace, 
Thinking  he  sees  a  "  likely  place," 
Delivers  with  an  easy  grace 

Along  the  pleasant  track. 
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At  last  tries  Gee — a  lucky  man — - 
To  find  a  path  where'er  he  can, 
The  nearest  place  to  win. 
Through  that  formidable  array 
Of  wooden  balls  he  finds  a  way 
And  nicely  canons  in. 


"  0,  I  am  short,"  or  "  Overplayed," 

"  Too  high,"  "  Too  low,"  or  something  made 

The  ball  diverted  roll  ! 
With  arm  outstretched,  and  posture  bent, 
One  stirs  not,  till  the  ball  ho  sent 

Has  travelled  to  its  goal  ! 


Or  statue-like,  one  stands  awhile, 
His  hands  upraised  in  windmill  style, 
Such  wondrous  antics  draw  the  smile 

From  many  a  watcher  keen  ; 
And  many  a  jibe  or  jest  is  flung 
By  such  as  own  the  witty  tongue, 
As  when  one's  ball  too  fur  is  slung, 

"  Dost  want  another  green  !  " 


Hear  Tyldsley  to  his  partner  shout, 

••  Now,  Lever,  mind  what  thou'rt  about, 

And  don't  come  through  and  knock  me  oui  ; 

I  "in  in,  hut  only  just  !  " 
He  bowls,  hut  sin. n  has  cause  to  rue, 
"Awthought  I'd  just  come  tweedlin'  through." 
"Tha  thought  !     Aw  towd  thi  what  to  <\>>  '.  ' 

Cries  Tyldsley  in  disgust  ! 
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Now  this  side,  and  now  that  one  leads, 
Solemn  as  though  each  counted  beads, 

For  twenty-one  is  "  up." 
They  bowl,  I  say,  though  strange  it  sounds, 
As  if  the  prize  was  fifty  pounds, 

Besides  a  silver  cup  ! 

Nineteen  and  twenty  is  the  game, 
Now  Tyldsley,  taking  careful  aim, 
Just  puts  a  "  toucher,"  and  shall  claim 

Honour  for  play  well  done  ! 
"  There's  many  a  slip  'twixt  cup  and  lip  " — 
One  ball  remains  in  Prior's  grip, 
It  flies  !     It  strikes  !     When  Gee  cries  "  Hip, 

Hurrah,  we've  won  !  we've  won  !  " 


TOMMY   AND    THE   PIG 

"  Once  on  a  time,"  near  Rochdale  town 

Whose  church  stands  up,  whose  hall  stands  down, 

There  lived  a  man  named  Thomas  Lomas, 

Called  through  the  country-side,  "  Owd  Tummus  ;  " 

A  portly  man,  with  pleasant  mien, 

Whose  face  hespoke  a  mind  serene  ; 

Though  not  exactly  "  well-to-do," 

He  made  ends  meet — and  tied  them,  too. 

By  hand-loom  weaving  he  had  earned 

A  little  competence,  and  turned 

The  same  to  good  account,  for  he 

Had  wrought  with  closest  industry  ; 

Yet  thriftless  neighbours  wondered  how 

He  owned  "  three  acres  and  a  cow," 

Besides  his  other  hargainin^s 

In  pigs,  and  hens,  and  sundry  things, 

Which  formed  a  goodly  stock-in-trade, 

And  profit  out  of  all  he  made. 

Twas  rather  late  when  Thomas  wed  ; 
The  lass  he  to  the  altar  led 
Was  Maggie  Tweedale,  whose  sweet  face 
With  sunshine  filled  his  after-days  ; 
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While  busy  fingers  did  their  best 
To  make  his  house  a  cosy  nest, 
For  she  had  found  in  him,  indeed, 
A  home-bird  of  the  purest  breed  ! 

One  only  son  brought  added  joy. 
Young  Tommy  was  the  favoured  boy, 
Who  grew  a  rosy,  blithesome  lad — 
The  very  image  of  his  dad — 
So  said  his  mother,  as  she  eyed 
Her  offspring  with  a  mother's  pride. 
The  boy  in  years  and  rompings  grew. 
This  latter  fact  his  mother  knew, 
Which  almost  nightly  called  for  stitches. 
To  mend  his  jacket  or  his  breeches. 
Beneath  a  mild  domestic  rule 
He  grew  more  fond  of  play  than  school ; 
Plavful,  and  harmless  as  a  "  cowt," 
The  country-side  he  roamed  about. 
With  ruddy  health  and  supple  limb, 
Life  was  a  joyous  thing  to  him. 
Simplicity  was  in  his  eye, 
Which  seldom  lingered  on  a  book. 
For  "  larnin  "  he  could  never  brook. 
With  all  its  potent  mystery. 

A  certain  summer  Sunday  came — 
The  exact  date  we  need  not  name- 


Said  Thomas  to  his  happy  spouse, 
Who  just  had  M  straightened  "  up  the  house, 
••  Eh.  lass,  but  this  is  bonny  weather  : 
Let's  walk  to  church  to-day  together  ; 
An'  Tommy,  tha  mun  stop  a-whoam — 
Pray,  dunnot  suck  away  thi  thumb — 
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An'  dunnot  run  about  an'  play, 

But  keep  things  reet  whol  we're  away  ; 

Come,  here's  a  penny,  wilt  ti  lad 

Just  do  thi  best  to-day  ?  "     "  Yea,  dad  !  " 

Our  youthful  hero,  left  in  charge, 
With  glorious  freedom  roamed  at  large. 
Whether  his  memory  or  bis  will 
Was  most  to  blame,  I  cannot  tell ; 
But,  all  unmindful  of  his  pledge, 
He  rode  the  gate  and  jumped  the  hedge  ; 
Ran  all  the  hens  around  the  midden, 
Did  many  things  that  were  forbidden, 
Nor  dreamt  in  all  his  random  doing 
Of  certain  trouble  that  was  brewing ; 
But  fate  had  surely  drawn  the  line 
To  stop  his  capers  at  the  swine  ; 
He  swung  the  pigcote  door  ajar, 
Ah  !  there  he  met  his  evil  star. 

What  could  have  ailed  that  fateful  pig  ? 

It  might  have  felt  a  dagger's  dig, 

And,  sooner  than  meet  death  by  slaughter, 

Preferred  destruction  in  the  water  ; 

Or  could  some  wicked  sprite  attest 

That  it  had  seized  the  porky  breast, 

To  drive  it  to  its  destiny  ! 

It  certainly  did  seem  "  possessed," 

Like  that  famed  herd  of  Galilee  ! 

Away  it  darted  like  a  blast, 

Knocked  Tommy  over  as  it  passed, 

Uttered  one  dreadful-sounding  squeal 

As  if  it  saw  the  gory  steel  ; 

Across  the  yard  and  down  the  lane. 
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Away  it  ran  with  might  and  main  ; 
Poor  Tommy,  with  an  awful  fear, 
Staggered  and  shouted  in  the  rear  ; 
The  more  he  shouted,  and  the  faster 
Pig  hurried  on  to  meet  disaster  ; 
Nothing  availed  to  hreak  the  spell, 
It  headlong  plunged  in  the  canal, 
The  sight  of  which  made  Tommy  yell  ! 
With  wormwood  heart,  and  face  of  rue, 
"  Oh  dear,"  he  cried,  "  what  mun  aw  do  ?  " 
Awhile  he  scratched  his  tangled  pate, 
But  durst  not  gaze  on  piggy's  fate, 
For  with  his  then  distracted  wits 
It  would  have  thrown  him  into  fits. 
A  sudden  thought  across  him  flashed, 
Quick  as  the  pig  away  he  dashed  ; 
By  short  cuts  over  field  and  stile, 
Straight  for  the  church  away  a  mile  ; 
Nor  did  he  cast  one  look  behind, 
His  hair  all  streaming  in  the  wind  ; 
Conscience  at  last  had  in  him  woke, 
And  with  a  thunder- voice  it  spoke  ; 
While  vain  regrets,  like  furies,  tore 
His  heartstrings  at  the  very  core  ; 
The  guilty  consciousness  he  had 
That  he  had  wronged  the  kindest  dad. 
Such  thoughts  but  urged  a  quicker  pace, 
The  sweat-drop  trickling  down  his  face, 
That  run  had  nearly  been  his  death. 
He  neared  the  church  with  gasping  breath, 
To  seize  the  door  he  forward  sprang, 
It  opened  with  a  sudden  bang  ! 

Assist  me,  0,  my  comic  muse  ! 
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Those  were  the  days  of  high-backed  pews, 

And  many  a  head  o'er  pew  did  pop, 

And  many  a  hand  did  laughter  stop  ; 

And  sober  faces  wore  a  smile, 

To  see  our  hero  stump  the  aisle  ; 

With  hair  erect,  and  open  mouth, 

To  east,  to  west,  to  north,  to  south, 

He  quickly  glanced  with  frenzied  eye, 

The  object  of  his  search  to  spy. 

A  mighty  burden  on  him  lay, 

Which  could  not  brook  the  least  delay  ; 

To  speed  his  purpose  he  was  ripe, 

So  loud  he  woke  his  clarion  pipe, 

The  old  church  echoed  with  the  din  ! 

"  Which  boose  is  it  mi  fayther's  in  ?  " 

"  Owd  Tummus  "  heard  that  well-known  voice, 

Which  made  not  then  his  heart  rejoice, 

Nor  charmed  his  ear  with  accents  sweet. 

He  rose,  bolt  upright,  to  his  feet, 

And,  lifting  up  his  clenched  hand, 

He  shook  it  as  in  stern  command, 

And  well  implied,  though  nought  he  said, 

"  Aw'll  gie  thee  boose,  tha  bousther-yead  !  " 

All  unabashed  the  youth  stood  there, 

"  Returned  the  chief  his  haughty  stare," 

And  blurted  out  "  Aw  dunnot  care  !  " 

Though  checked  as  for  a  moment's  space, 

Half  conscious  of  the  hallowed  place, 

Still,  fixed  upon  his  honoured  sire, 

His  eye  shot  out  unwonted  fire  ; 

And  ncVr  did  actor's  art  disclose 

More  graphic  force,  more  telling  pose. 

Or  statesman  in  historic  scene. 

Present  a  more  impressive  mien. 
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As  if  the  fate  of  empire  hung 

Upon  the  words  then  on  his  tongue, 

Up  went  his  hand,  down  went  his  foot, 

"  Come  whoam  ! — hi  sharp  !  Pig's  fo'n  i'  t'  cut !  " 


OLD  "SMILER" 

RESPECTFULLY  DEDICATED  TO  THE  R.S.P.C.A. 

If  here  on  a  word  I  shall  play, 
My  purpose  is  earnest  withal. 

POOR  "  Smiler,"  and  thou  art  no  more  ! 

Thy  lot  has  seemed  strangely  hard, 
But  now  thy  last  journey  is  o'er, 

Cut  short  at  the  knacker's  van  I. 

As  faithful  a  "  tit  "  there's  no  doubt, 
As  ever  put  mouth  in  a  manger  : 

In  roughest  of  weather  turned  out, 

Thou  feared'st  neither  burden  nor  danger. 

When  thou  wert  both  handsome  and  strong. 

Thy  master  did  house  thee  right  snugly, 
But  insult  was  heaped  upon  wrong, 

When  thou  had'st  grown  awkward  and  ugly 

He  made  thee  a  circle  to  spin 

When  thou  wert  a  rollicking  "cowt"  ; 

Thy  temper,  lie  said,  he'd  break  in  ; 
His  temper  lias  since  broken  out  ! 
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That  temper  for  long  thou  didst  know, 

So  soon  in  a  fury  cast, 
He  struck  thee  when  going  too  slow, 

And  cursed  thee  when  going  too  fast. 

He  laid  on  thee  cruelty's  brand, 

And  gave  to  thee  many  a  sore  shock, 

Nor  was  it  old  Time's  horny  hand 

Which  plucked  off  thy  beautiful  forelock. 

He  took  thee  sometimes  by  the  nose — 
And  that  thou  must  follow,  of  course — 

And  the  neck  that  once  archingly  rose 
He  turned  again  by  main  force. 

Concealed  from  the  public  view, 
Thy  sores  were  of  various  types, 

In  stages  of  red,  white,  and  blue, 

And  mixed  with  the  scars  and  the  stripes. 

Ah  me  !  I  have  seen  thee  distressed, 
And  beaten  in  terrible  fashion, 

When  man,  at  the  devil's  behest, 
Had  given  the  reins  to  his  passion. 

He'd  have  seen,  had  he  looked  in  the  eyes 
Of  his  inare,  with  an  eye  observant, 

Much  move  than  this  sentence  implies, 
"I  am  your  most  obedient  servant." 

She  carried  her  sorrows  alone, 

Amid  this  world's  deafening  babel, 

And  turned  from  its  heart  of  stone 
To  sigh  to  the  stones  of  the  stable. 
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When  pulling  the  hay  from  the  rack 

And  eating  her  morsel  in  sorrow, 
With  pain  on  the  day  she  looked  back, 

And  "bitterly  thought  of  the  morrow." 


The  man  who  won't  In-idle  his  rage 
But  beats  a  poor  beast  till  it  falter, 

For  him  we  would  almost  engage 
To  hunt  up  a  neat-fitting  halter. 

His  soul  shall  be  saddled  with  sin, 
Though  he  stir  up  his  metal  of  pride, 

And  the  guilt  that  is  under  his  skin 
He  will  not  be  able  to  hide. 

He  shall  feel,  too,  the  scorpion-whip, 
And  drink  of  regret's  bitter  dregs, 

And  see  where  he's  made  a  sad  slip 

When  he  conies  to  stand  on  his  last  legs. 

Poor  horses  !  look  out  for  your  pains, 
For  bard  and  unmerciful  knocks, 

When  Fury  gets  hold  of  the  reins, 
And  Cruelty  sits  on  the  box. 

There  is  blood  that  cries  up  from  the  ground, 
Which  ought  to  awaken  remorse  ! 

Let  man  deal  out  justice  all  round, 
And  square  his  account  with  the  horse  ! 

And  smooth  for  it,  somewhat,  life's  track — 
And  here  lei   me  just   put  a  won!  in— 

Though  God  has  well-suited  the  hack, 
Man  oft  has  o'erweighted  the  burden. 
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That  back  from  its  Maker  first  came 
Well  marked  with  His  finishing  touch, 

And  bore,  undersigned  with  His  name, 
"  Constructed  to  carry  so  much." 

One  gaze  at  our  traffic's  throng, 

Brings  home  with  convincing  force, 

This  truth,  seldom  told  in  song, 

The  wonderful  worth  of  the  horse  ! 

What  need  of  elaborate  defence  ? 

Its  toil  a  true  verdict  assures, 
Let  that,  in  the  faithfullest  sense, 

Subscribe  for  it  "  faithfully  yours." 

0,  kindness  has  wonderful  force, 
And  anger  before  it  is  cowed, 

And  to  brighten  the  life  of  a  horse 
Is  something  of  which  to  be  proud. 

We  think  in  the  statement  there  force  is, 
And,  therefore,  we  state  it  again, 

That  men  who  show  mercy  to  horses 
Will  not  want  in  mercy  to  men. 

Of  all  these  brave  servants,  alas  ! 

Not  one  can,  to  tell  us  our  crimes, 
"  Speak  out"  like  that  dutiful  ass 

That  had  but  been  smitten  "  three  times  ! 
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Yet  if  this  one  question  they  knew 
Not  long  would  the  answer  delay, 

"Has  man  done  his  duty  to  you  ?  " 

The  welkin  would  ring  with  their  "  Neigh  !  " 


MAN   AND   DOG 


"  '  Faithful  an'  true '—them  words  be  i'  Scriptur,  an'  faithful  an 
true 
Ull  be  fun  upo'  four  short  legs  ten  times  fur  one  upo'  two." 

Tennyson. 


Dear  doggie,  thou  hast  been  the  butt 

Of  proverb-making  men, 
And  many  a  keen,  unkindly  cut 

Has  come  from  tongue  and  pen  ; 
Arictim  of  many  a  cruel  cuff, 

Or  blow  from  ready  log  ! 
"Well — "  any  stick  is  good  enough 

With  which  to  beat  a  doer. 
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There's  Edwin,  though  but  lately  wed, 

Is  "snappy"  with  his  Angy, 
And  she  declares  through  falling  tears 

That  he  is  growing  "  mangy." 
And  Mrs.  Grundy,  any  day, 

A  lengthy  list  could  give 
Of  pairs  who,  she  is  grieved  to  say, 

A  "  cat-and-dog  life  "  live. 

Ofttimes  when  wordy  wars  occur. 

Strong  epithets  abound  ; 
One  man  will  call  another  "  Cur  " 

Who  may  retort  with  "  Hound  !  " 
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Anger  in  eye,  like  Fury's  own, 
Flashes  their  brows  beneath, 

And  o'er  a  bare  contentious  bone, 
My  !  how  they  show  their  teeth. 


A  tyrant's  rule  we  cannot  brook, 

Though  "  every  dog's  its  day," 
And  he  who  has  a  "  hang-dog  "  look 

Is  not  safe  company  ; 
Than  such  an  one,  oh,  give  to  me 

The  noisy,  threatening  wight, 
Whose  bark,  we  know,  is  sure  to  be 

More  dreadful  than  his  bite. 


When  things  are  neither  this  nor  that, 

But  a  sort  of  "  half  and  half," 
Poor  "  mongrel  "  thou  art  quoted  pat, 

With  ridicule  and  chaff  ; 
Mark  the  new  Bill's  expounder  quail 

In  the  debating  tug, 
"  Which  is  the  head,  and  which  the  tail  ? " 

See  Bright's  historic  pug  ! 


Dear  doggie,  still  a  compliment 

Is  thrown  to  thee  betimes  ! 
Stern  Justice,  having  lost  the  "  scent " 

Of  doers  of  foul  crimes, 
All  of  a  sudden  "  smells  a  rat," 

Which  their  retreat  reveals, 
And  Vengeance,  knowing  what  he's  at, 

Is  sure  to  dog  their  heels. 
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Brave  guardian  of  thy  master's  goods, 

Wakeful  from  eve  to  dawn, 
Patient  through  all  man's  peevish  moods, 

(Though  he  himself  can  fawn,) 
As  thy  unworthy  laureate,  I 

Thy  deeds  would  fain  rehearse, 
Regardless  of  the  cynic's  eye 

That  scans  my  doggerel  verse. 

Of  thy  fidelity  and  pluck 

Be  it  our  pride  to  boast, 
For  like  a  hero  thou  hast  stuck 

To  many  a  fatal  post  ; 
Britons  !  whose  deeds  have  won  applause 

Again  and  yet  again, 
Your  laurels  ye  have  won  because 

Ye  are  such  dogged  men  ! 

Yon  villain,  heartless  as  a  log, 

Who  can  on  suffering  gloat, 
Might  think  it  praise  to  call  him  "  Dog  !  " 

So  take  him  by  the  throat. 
With  right  our  friend,  and  wrong  our  foe, 

We  shall  not  meet  regret, 
By  manly  purpose  let  us  show 

"  There's  life  i'  th'  owd  dog  je\  '.  " 


THE   RHYMING   THRONG 

AN   IMAGINARY   EPISTLE 

The  rhyming  throng,  the  rhyming  throng, 
Are  you  my  gallant  friend  among  ? 
This,  too,  the  burden  of  your  song 

"  The  tender  flame  !  " 
Your  "  Lines  "  that  broke  a  silence  long 

Right  welcome  came. 

Take  heed  !  for  rhymers  oft  have  stirred 
The  critic's  sly,  sarcastic  word, 
And  certain  nods  have  well  inferred 

That  poets  were 
In  life's  hard  struggle  ill-prepared 

For  "  work  and  wear." 

An  ancient  adage  don't  forget, 

The  "  poet "  hath  slight  honour  yet 

In  his  own  place,  but  he  may  get 

From  friends  and  kin, 
The  blanket  with  adjective  "  wet 

To  cool  him  in. 
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Show  grit  by  what  the  Scottish  bard 
Calls  "  chiels  that  winna  ding  " — be  hard  ! 
And  not  a  sickly,  and  ill-starred 

And  mawkish  thing  ; 
But,  giving  duties  due  regard, 

Make  bold  to  sing. 

For  who  with  sympathy  should  meet 
Who  spends  his  time  o'er  ditties  sweet, 
And  views  unmoved  the  "  witchert "  feet 

Of  lass  or  lad  ? 
All  manly  men  at  once  repeat 

kk  Unworthy  dad." 

The  keenest  words  our  tongue  can  bring 
That  gives  to  scorn  a  biting  sting, 
Upon  that  mortal  we  would  fling 

In  fullest  measure, 
Who  doth  not  hide  with  sheltering  wing 

Such  household  treasure. 

For  him  our  admiration  springs 
Whose  self-denying  labour  brings 
All  healthy  joys  and  pleasant  things 

Beneath  his  roof. 
Of  worth,  whate'er  his  visionings, 

These  give  full  proof. 

Such  may  by  adverse  winds  be  driven, 
Behold  his  health  and  fortune  riven, 
V«t  conscious  he  hath  nobly  striven, 

Shall  still  go  humming 
Sonic  words  of  humble  trust  in  Heaven 

And  "  irood  times  coming  \  " 
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Pity  that  man's  unhappy  spouse 
With  a  poor  "  dreamer  "  in  the  house, 
With  all  her  hopes  he  "  plays  the  pouse  " 

Ay  !  rings  their  knell, 
His  dreams  an  Amazonian  souse 

Might  hap  dispel ! 

"  Honour  and  shame,"  so  saith  the  wise, 
"  Do  not  from  life's  position  rise," 
A  sense  of  duty  done  we'll  prize 

Whate'er  our  station  ; 
And  who  from  this  position  flies, 

Flies  from  salvation. 

If  not  a  nightingale  of  song, 
Or  lark,  that  soars  the  sky  along, 
Delighting  all  the  listening  throng 

With  its  sweet  note  ; 
(Or  thrush,  that  sings  the  trees  among, 

With  lusty  throat). 

Fear  not  to  strike  thy  humble  lyre, 
Touched  with  the  true  poetic  fire, 
Tell  thy  heart's  gladness  and  desire 

In  simple  measure  ; 
Some  kindred  soul  thou  may'st  inspire 

With  truest  pleasure. 

Should  there  be  one  whose  song  has  come 
Some  fifty  miles  away  from  home, 
Not  long  for  him  some  lips  are  dumb, 

Of  praises  warm  ; 
Let  local  bard  begin  to  hum, 

Alas,  the  charm  ! 
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Oh,  pity  that  unhappy  wight 
Too  mean  to  emulate  the  right, 
Who  on  his  neighbour  casts  a  slight, 

Or  envious  frown, 
And  from  his  meritorious  height 

Would  pull  him  down  ! 

Who  merely  looks  on  what  is  wrought, 
Nor  asks,  with  some  indulgent  thought, 
Through  what  environment  was  sought 

The  higher  place  ; 
Against  what  odds  the  battle's  fought 

In  many  a  case  ! 

His  name  the  Muse  shall  aye  confess, 
Who  struggling  worth  doth  help  and  bless, 
Whose  tact  and  tender  thoughtfulness 

Ne'er  leaves  one  rueiug  ; 
And  manly  pride  doth  ne'er  distress 

In  service  doing. 

Dear  Poesy,  with  growing  years, 
Still  sweeter  to  our  sight  appears, 
Personified,  among  the  dears, 

She's  a  "  nonsuch  !  " 
To  her  who  aye  life's  pathway  cheers 

Our  cap  we  touch  ! 

In  youth,  our  love  of  thee  unquelled, 
To  effort  oft  our  mind  impelled, 
As  on  our  humble  course  we  held 

While  in  the  ranks 
Of  those  whose  (loom  the  missive  knelled 

•k  Returned  with  thanks." 
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Those  disappointments  we  recall, 
How  we  declared,  with  secret  gall, 
(Seeing  those  airy  castles  fall 

Our  ears  about) — 
The  ways  of  Editors  are  all 

Past  finding  out  ! 

Rhyme  on,  my  friend  !  I'll  greet  again 
Your  verses,  for  in  them  I  ken 
Such  breathings  as  your  fellow-men 

Have  aye  desired  ; 
And  may  the  efforts  of  your  pen 

Be  long  admired. 

Apply  yourself,  with  heart  and  will, 
Life's  noblest  purpose  to  fulfil, 
Blest  with  the  true  poetic  thrill 

And  native  fire  ; 
And  trust  me  in  subscribing  still 

Yours— William  Cryek. 


A   PLEA   FOR   GENEROUS   JUDGMENT 


"  What's  done  we  partly  may  compute, 
But  know  not  what's  resisted." 

BUENS. 


Oh,  well  for  us  we  sometimes  check 
Those  impulses  that  friendship  wreck, 

Deny  them  word  conveyance  : 
Soon  cause  for  gladness  we  may  find 
That  we  have  kept  an  open  mind, 

And  judgment  in  abeyance  ! 

We  rub  the  shoulder  day  by  day, 
We  nod,  and  each  goes  on  his  way, 

And  each  a  stern  bread-winner  ; 
Unknown  the  grief  or  secret  plaint, 
The  self-accusings  of  the  saint, 

The  sorrows  of  the  sinner  ! 

No  man  is  altogether  known 
By  mortal  man,  we  bear  alone 

Some  undivided  trouble  ; 
Yet  might  we,  if  we  truly  eared 
To  share  the  griefs  thai  may  be  shared, 

.lust  make  our  pleasures  double. 
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Oft  we  assume  the  cheerful  mien, 
But  in  heart-solitude  unseen, 

We  drain  the  bitter  cup  ; 
Deceptive  is  the  surface  sea 
Of  human  life,  how  terribly 

Its  depths  are  broken  up  ! 

God  help  the  man  who  will  not  shirk 
The  struggle  and  the  uphill  work 

In  winning  back  a  name  ! 
Strengthen  the  heart  of  her  who  dares 
To  face  life's  weary  road,  and  bears 

The  burden  of  a  shame. 

And  temper  we  our  censure  well, 
On  those  who  in  temptation  fell, 

All  suddenly  o'erborne  ; 
The  man,  alas  !  persistent  in 
A  pious  sham,  and  secret  sin, 

The  devils  e'en  might  scorn  ! 

If  some  are  lower  than  we  think, 
Down  in  the  dark  and  dismal  sink 

Of  bestial  desire  ; 
Others,  whose  water-mark  we  set, 
Of  moral  worth,  shall  justice  yet 

Place  infinitely  higher  ! 

The  souls  we  sometimes  selfish  deem, 
Are  other  than  the  thing  they  seem, 

And  capable  to  rise 
To  deeds  that  shame  our  narrow  thought, 
And  our  surmisings  bring  to  nought 

By  their  self-sacrifice. 
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Ah,  self-condemned  we  stand  ;  oppressed, 
Unblessing,  we  are  found  unblest, 

No  "  watered  garden  "  we  ; 
While  souls  are  longing — oh,  how  much — 
For  the  sublimely  magic  touch 

Of  human  sympathy  ! 

Then  let  us  generous  thought  conserve, 
And  raise,  for  those  of  weaker  nerve, 

A  cheer  to  give  them  heart  ; 
How  some  are  handicapped  in  life  ! 
Our  wonder  is,  that  in  the  strife, 

They  play  so  brave  a  part. 

"  Had  we  but  known,"  we  oft  have  said, 
When  fuller  light  on  things  was  shed, 

"  We  should  not  thus  have  spoken  ;  " 
So  saved  ourselves  the  after  gall 
Of  woundings  now  beyond  recall, 

Of  heart-chords  strained  or  broken  ! 

When  life  shall  narrow  to  a  close, 
Shall  we  regret  that  friends  or  foes 

Had  much  of  kindness  shown, 
That  patience  was  perfected  here, 
Or  pity  dropped  the  burning  tear 

On  some  cold  heart  of  stone  ! 


TIME   AND   OPPORTUNITY 

"  I  expect  to  pass  through  this  life  but  once;  if,  therefore,  there 
can  be  any  kindness  I  can  show,  or  any  good  thing  I  can  do  to 
my  fellow  human  beings,  let  me  do  it  now ;  let  me  not  defer  or 
neglect  it,  for  I  shall  not  pass  this  way  again." 

Is  there  a  word  that  I  can  speak, 

A  kindly  deed  that  I  can  do, 
To  chase  the  tear  from  sorrow's  cheek, 

Bid  one  sad  heart  to  hope  anew  ? 
Then  it  were  well  I  did  it  now. 

Chances,  like  days,  must  have  their  wane, 
When  vain  regrets  may  cloud  the  brow  ; 

I  shall  not  pass  this  way  again  ! 

Can  I  but  plant  one  sapling,  may 
I  cause  one  pleasure-spring  to  burst, 

That  some  tired  traveller  on  his  way- 
May  bless  the  shade  or  slake  his  thirst  ? 

Can  I  leave  blessings  in  my  wake, 
Like  echoes  of  a  joyful  strain  ? 

I  can,  and  will  the  effort  make  ; 
I  shall  not  pass  this  way  again  ! 

Feuds  and  offences  will  arise, 

And  dearest  friends  become  estranged, 

And  broken  be  the  tenderest  ties, 

And  love  to  hate  be  quickly  changed  ; 
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Be  mine  the  mediator's  part, 

To  link  once  more  the  friendly  chain, 
Bring  hand  to  hand  and  heart  to  heart  ; 

I  shall  not  pass  this  way  again  ! 


Upon  the  high  place  of  the  field, 

Perchance,  I  may  not  play  my  part, 
Yet,  oh,  the  sword  of  truth  I  wield 

I  needs  must  grip  with  manly  heart  ; 
I  shall  not  fail  some  foe  to  meet 

By  wanton  cave  or  filthy  den, 
God  help  me  lay  him  at  my  feet ; 

I  shall  not  pass  this  way  again  ! 


No  vacillating  hand  be  mine, 

Or  weak  uncertainties  of  speech  ; 
Who  shall  divert  my  brave  design  ? 

My  honour,  who  with  truth  impeach 
Not  mine  the  eloquence  of  tongue, 

Or  gift  to  guide  the  flowing  pen, 
Yet  shall  my  humble  song  be  sung  ; 

I  shall  not  pass  this  way  again  ! 


With  eyes  the  beautiful  to  sec. 

With  heart  to  feel  love's  passion  dear. 
With  ears  to  catch  the  melody 

That  floats  about  this  earthly  sphere  ; 
I  will  not  hide  my  talent  one, 

Nor  envy  those  with  talents  ten, 
That  I  may  win  my  Lord's  "  Well  done  I  " 

I  shall  not  pass  this  way  again  ! 
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Hearts,  hands,  address  yourselves  to-day 

To  work  that  God  shall  smile  upon  ; 
His  favour  is  the  richest  pay 

For  sternest  duty  ever  done  ; 
Shake  off  thy  sloth,  0  sluggard  soul, 

Put  forth  thy  powers  with  might  and  main, 
Life  has  one  journey,  but  one  goal ; 

Thou  shalt  not  pass  this  way  again  ! 

Though  I  must  go  unto  that  bourne 

From  whence  no  traveller  returns, 
This  knowledge  shall  not  make  me  mourn 

The  while  my  faith's  high  purpose  burns  ; 
Though  life's  mysterious  clouds  may  lower, 

On  through  the  busy  crowds  of  men, 
Be  mine  the  duty  of  each  hour  ; 

I  shall  not  pass  this  way  again  ! 


THE   SABBATH 

"If  thou  turn  away  thy  foot  from  the  Sabbath,  from  doing  thy 
pleasure  on  My  holy  clay  ;  and  call  the  Sabbath  a  delight,  the 
holy  of  the  Lord,  honourable  ;  and  shalt  honour  Him,  not  doing 
thine  own  ways,  nor  finding  thine  own  pleasure,  nor  speaking 
thine  own  words  :  Then  shalt  thou  delight  thyself  in  the  Lord ; 
and  I  will  cause  thee  to  ride  upon  the  high  places  of  the  earth, 
and  feed  thee  with  the  heritage  of  Jacob  thy  father :  for  the 
mouth  of  the  Lord  hath  spoken  it."— Isa.  lviii.  13,  14. 

"  On  Sundays  Heaven's  gate  stands  ope  ; 
Blessings  are  plentiful  and  rife, 

More  plentiful  than  hope." 

George  Herbert. 

Blest  day  !     The  Hebrew  prophet's  flame 
Was  kindled  by  thy  honoured  name, 
Our  Gentile  lips  as  fondly  raise 
Their  tribute  to  the  crown  of  days. 

But  who  thy  fullest  worth  can  sing  ? 
Or  tell  the  gladness  thou  dost  bring 
To  those  whose  hearts  devoutly  wait 
The  opening  of  thy  golden  gate  ! 

Hail  !  hallowed  day,  love's  passion  strong 
Snail  sanctify  our  matin-song  ; 
And  when  thy  closing  hours  grow  dim, 
Shall  consecrate  the  vesper  hymn. 
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How  have  we  longed,  by  pain  oppressed, 
To  greet  again  thy  sacred  rest  ; 
Like  David,  wished  that  we  had  wings, 
To  fly  away  from  sordid  things. 

What  shadows  fly  thy  rising  morn  ! 
What  hopes  in  thy  bright  hours  are  born  ! 
Dear,  hallowed  scenes  our  steps  invite 
When  thou  proclaim'st  "  Let  there  be  light !  " 

The  stormy  waves  of  human  life 

Pause,  in  their  rage  of  mortal  strife, 

When  thou,  the  herald  of  His  will, 

Bring'st  thy  Lord's  message,  "  Peace,  be  still  !  " 

Thou  harbinger  of  blessings  !  come, 
Welcome  as  song  of  birds,  or  hum 
Of  summer  bees,  or  whate'er  brings 
The  mind  to  dwell  on  pleasant  things. 

A  Sun-day  !  truly,  thou  art  found, 
Be  thou  with  sweetest  offering  crowned, 
And  round  thy  name,  with  radiant  sheen, 
Affection's  wreath  be  ever  green. 

0  day,  most  magical,  sublime, 
Of  Love  a  resurrection  time  ; 
Daring  our  feuds  or  wrath  to  run 
Beyond  the  setting  of  thy  sun. 


How  memory  guards  the  precious  store 
Hallowed  by  thee  for  evermore  ! 
Fair  visions  of  our  youthful  years, 
Or  battle  scenes  of  hopes  and  fears  ! 
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0  may  our  inbred  love  for  thee 
Descend  to  our  posterity, 
And  be  thy  fame  beyond  the  seas 
The  glory  of  our  colonies. 

Cementer  of  the  social  bond  ! 

Our  children  all  to  thee  respond, 

As  with  bright  face,  and  garments  gay, 

They  speed  along  their  schoolward  way. 

Voice  of  the  Sabbath  !  call  us  back 
From  vain  pursuits'  unhallowed  track  : 
0,  charm  away  our  thoughts  unjust, 
And  lure  us  on  to  love  and  trust. 

With  heartfelt  praises  welling  up, 
Thou  bidd'st  us  take  salvation's  cup, 
And  in  His  holy  house  record 
The  loving-kindness  of  the  Lord. 

Oh,  load  of  grief,  oh,  cloud  of  care, 
How  fled  ye  from  the  house  of  prayer  ! 
Hail  !  memories  that  joy  impart, 
Recording  still  "  glad  was  my  heart." 

Still  be  our  souls  divinely  stirred 

By  lips  that  preach  the  Heaven-sent  word — 

That  urge  the  sin-convicting  dart, 

Or  woo  witli  Love's  persuasive  art. 

Still  let  the  faithful  pastor  yearn 

To  see  the  prodigal's  return  ; 

And  troubled  souls,  Long  tempest-driven, 

Rejoicing  find  the  "gate  of  heaven." 
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Our  country's  lowliest  house  of  praise 
Resound  with  simple,  heart-felt  lays, 
While  'mid  the  city's  crowding  throng 
The  full  choir  swells  the  glorious  song. 

Happy  the  people  that  do  pay 
High  honour  to  the  sacred  day, 
They  still  shall  ilourish  in  God's  sight, 
Calling  His  Sabbath  a  delight. 

Warning  ! 

Britons !  who  prize  this  priceless  gem, 
The  fairest  in  your  diadem, 
Once  drop  it  from  your  lustrous  crown, 
Sceptre  and  throne  shall  tumble  down  ! 


EPISTLE   TO 
THE    REV.    HENRY   BURTON,   B.A. 

(Author  of  "Wayside  Songs,  of  the  Inner  and  the 
Outer  Life  ") 

My  much-loved  friend,  I've  read  your  book, 

(And  seldom  one  devouter) 
Anent  this  wondrous  life  of  ours, 

Its  inner  realm  and  outer  ; 
Such  songs  become  the  Christian  well, 

Life's  daily  duties  facing, 
And  words  of  manly  confidence 

Are  truly  spirit-bracing. 

Right  glad  I  am,  my  friend,  to  hear 

You  sing  in  words  so  cheery, 
Which  show  your  view  of  human  life 

Is  not  so  dark  or  drear}' ; 
The  rising  flames  of  holy  joy 

You  fain  would  fan,  not  chill  them  ; 
And  help  each  man  on  pilgrimage 

To  be  a  singing  pilgrim. 

Life's  harp  gives  out  its  plaintive  strain, 

My  dear  respected  brother  ; 
Yet  there  doth  float  its  joyous  note 

Alternate  with  the  other  ; 
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Greeting  the  blessings  in  our  way, 
We  would  not  trouble  borrow, 

For  God,  who  helps  us  through  to-day, 
"Will  clear  the  course  to-morrow. 


Time,  many  struggling  souls  we  own, 

We  find  of  life  aweary, 
And  often  has  our  own  heart's  groan 

Followed  the  greeting  cheery  ; 
Yet  Gratitude,  with  smiling  face, 

Will  put  her  thankful  word  in, 
And  show  to  us  what  numbers  walk 

Beneath  a  greater  burden  ! 


If  discipline  has  sometimes  been 

A  terribly  hard  hitter, 
And  sorrow's  cup  that  we  have  drunk 

Been  found  exceeding  bitter  ; 
Affliction's  iron  in  the  soul 

Has  strengthened  it  for  duty, 
And  trouble  hath  more  clearly  cut 

The  lines  of  moral  beauty. 


With  firmer  footsteps  then  we'll  go, 

Singing  our  wayside  song,  sir, 
To  mitigate  some  human  woe, 

Or  right  some  human  wrong,  sir  ; 
Perchance  a  brother  stricken  down, 

'Mid  scenes  of  desolation, 
May  hear  again  the  voice  of  hope, 

And  catch  the  inspiration  ! 
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Though  wrongs  still  fan  our  anger's  flame, 

And  Virtue  points  her  finger 
To  scenes  that  cause  the  blush  of  shame, 

Our  silent  grief  to  linger  ; 
Long  gazing  at  life's  murky  stream 

Doth  only  damp  one's  spirit, 
We  mark  with  pride  the  flowing  tide 

Of  self-denying  merit. 


That  gloomy,  pessimistic  life, 

With  us  finds  little  favour  ; 
Fruit  grown  upon  its  sunless  tree 

Must  want  the  finest  flavour  ; 
Nature  without,  through  lovely  forms, 

Wakes  our  admiring  powers, 
And  man's  most  inner  world  of  mind 

Lacks  not  its  moral  flowers. 


Now  looking  on  that  world,  we  own 

Things  favourably  impress  us, 
In  spite  of  all  its  dreary  wastes, 

Its  howling  wildernesses  ; 
With  joy  profound  we  look  around, 

As  Time  his  way  doth  speed  on, 
For  truly  grand  on  every  hand 

Are  bonny  bits  of  Eden  ! 


The  tree  of  knowledge  grows  apace, 
And  shoots  its  branches  higher, 

And  Adam's  much-maligned  race 
Looks  up  with  keen  desire  ; 


102     EPISTLE    TO  BEV.   HENRY  BURTON,   B.A. 

No  flaming  sword  doth  angel  lift 
To  guard  those  precious  juices, 

But  man  may  take,  and  turn  the  gift 
To  most  ennobling  uses. 

And  so  he  does,  we  know  full  well, 

In  spite  of  all  his  vices, 
For  life  is  fragrant  with  the  smell 

Of  daily  sacrifices  ; 
Of  brighter  days  we  mark  the  dawn 

With  joy  and  satisfaction, 
For  heaven  and  earth  are  closer  drawn 

By  mutual  attraction. 

Not  ours  shall  be  the  faithless  words 

We  hear,  "  Is  life  worth  living  ?  " 
While  love  shall  thrill  our  vital  chords, 

Away  with  such  misgiving  ! 
By  worth  revealed  our  lives  shall  yield 

A  soul-inspiring  story, 
And  earth  shall  be  to  you  and  me 

A  stepping-stone  to  glory  ! 
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0,  joy  of  the  early  mora, 

Our  spirits  are  blithesome  and  gay, 
Come  sound  out  your  shepherd's  horn, 

And  herald  the  Peep-o'-day. 

The  time  of  the  flowers  is  come, 

And  soft  to  our  feet  the  sweet  grass  is, 

Now,  lads,  let  us  sally  from  home, 
And  frolic  about  with  the  lasses  ! 

Wake,  Robin,  we're  waiting  for  you, 
And  it  is  high  time  you  were  up, 

Take  a  draught  of  this  morning  dew 
From  this  beautiful  Buttercup. 

Come,  Rose,  and  take  hold  of  my  arm, 
For  thou  art  my  darling  to-day, 

Thy  beauty  shall  act  like  a  charm, 
While  fly  the  glad  moments  away. 

Look  out,  or  your  dress  will  be  torn, 
For  'tis  but  a  light  and  tender  one, 

Already  that  sharp  Master  Thorn 
Is  pulling  at  Miss  Rhododendron. 
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From  whence  came  that  cry  of  pain  ? 

Not  a  foot  will  we  go  unheeding, 
Ah  !  yonder  is  Elecampane, 

Knelt  down  where  his  Love-lies-bleeding. 

See  !  now  she  revives  with  a  drink, 

And  with  her  face  turned  to  the  breeze, 

Our  hearts  were  beginning  to  sink, 

But  now  we  are  blest  with  Heart's-ease. 

How  tender  and  honied  the  talk 

That  comes  from  the  lips  of  Rhodanthus, 

As  down  by  the  garden  walk 

He  bends  o'er  his  loved  Polly-anthus. 

Dear  Daisy,  why  dost  thou  presume 
On  such  a  gay  beau  to  rely  on  ? 

Great  courage  he  does  but  assume, 
For  he  is  but  a  Dande-lion  ! 

Pray,  who  is  that  bonny  brunette, 

That  stands  by  the  side  of  Sweet  William  ? 

"  Let  me  see,  what's  her  name  ?     I  forget. 
0,  now  I  remember,  Miss  Lilium." 

And  who  is  that  green-looking  boy  ? 

"  Lad's-love,"  answers  maiden  Eye-bright, 
And  gives  me  a  clue  to  her  joy, 

For  Lad's-love  is  lass's  delight. 


■  .-  ■ 


Geranium,  Miss  Violet 

Has  won  with  her  sweetness  and  grace, 
Just  look  how  the  pretty  coquette 

Smiles  temptingly  up  in  his  face. 
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Fair  Tulip,  that  dashing  young  maid, 
Will  blush  at  the  name  of  Jon-quil, 

Though  some  for  his  luck  were  afraid, 
Because  of  that  Celt  Daff-o-dil. 

Alone,  and  forsaken  of  all, 

Stands  yonder  the  Miss  Pimper-Nell. 
Dear  Ivy  peeps  over  the  wall, 

And  catches  her  beau  with  a  belle. 

Come,  Rose,  let  us  sit  on  the  grass, 

And  take  a  cool  drink  from  my  flagon, 

Nay,  sit  a  bit  closer,  my  lass, 

Away  from  that  yawning  Snap-dragon  ! 

Reclining,  my  love,  on  this  slope, 
The  essence  of  sweetness  we  get, 

When  the  breath  of  dear  Heliotrope 
Meets  that  of  sweet  Mignonette. 


0,  woman  divinely  arrayed, 

What  can  with  thy  beauty  compare  ? 
But  next  to  a  beautiful  maid, 

Is  the  offspring  of  Flora  the  fair. 

Her  young  heart  is  ever  revealing 

Its  treasures  of  purest  joy  ; 
We  own  in  her  presence  a  feeling 

Of  pleasure  unmixed  with  alloy. 

0,  sweet  is  the  rural  glade, 

And  sweet  is  the  breath  of  my  bride, 
And  the  smile  of  my  country  maid 

Outshines  all  your  London  Pride. 
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Rich  maidens  may  still  as  of  old 
Find  suitors  awaiting  their  nod, 

But  he  that  will  wed  Mary-gold, 
Must  bow  to  the  Golden-rod  ! 

True  love  is  the  sunshine  of  life, 
To  sweeten  our  hopes  to  fruition  ; 

The  All-heal,  when  trouble's  keen  knife 
Hath  made  in  the  heart  an  incision. 

"  Sir  Crocus,  I  think  of  him  now, 
He  doted  on  Snowdrop,  poor  thing, 

He  could  not  survive  her,  somehow, 
They  both  sickened  off  in  the  Spring." 

"  Black  Prince  on  Miss  Strawberry's  set 
His  love  with  intention  to  wed." 

Most  likely,  for  princes  do  get 

The  cream  of  the  Strawberry  bed  ! 

Come,  love,  let  us  join  the  gay  throng, 
The  time  of  our  parting  is  near  ; 

Let  us  join  in  the  laughter  and  song 
That  pleasantly  fall  on  the  Year. 

"  Forget-me-not  when  out  of  sight," 
I  tell  thee,  Rose,  gentle  and  good  ; 

When  me  thou  shalt  cease  to  delight 
I  will  take  to  myself  a  Monk's-hood  ! 

Confessions  are  passing  around, 

And  eyes  will  their  pleasure  reveal, 

That  lips  are  the  favourite  ground 
On  which  to  plant  Solomon's-seal, 
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Concealed  are  some  love-tokens  fair, 
(They  came  in  a  packet  from  Sutton's), 

That  gent  has  some  Maiden's-hair, 

That  maid  has  some  Batchelor's-buttons. 

In  spite  of  the  Medlar's  tongue, 

Sweet  love  shall  our  lives  make  gladder, 

Though  we  are  no  longer  young  — 
'Tis  a  case  of  the  older  and  Madder  ! 

We  part  with  a  love  that  endears, 
With  Thyme  our  entreaties  are  vain, 

But  trust,  like  the  gardener's  shears, 
We  part  but  to  meet  again  ! 

Farewell,  ye  enchanters  so  fair, 

Our  blessings  we  join  to  adieu. 
May  each  in  the  garden  of  life 

See  little  of  Wormwood  and  Rue. 

To  summer  we'll  cling  to  the  last, 

Then  the  Holly's  red  berries  shall  glow, 

And  winter  who  rides  on  the  blast, 
Shall  bring  us  the  coy  mistletoe. 


HIS   FIRST   BATTLE 

When  North  and  South  each  hurled  the  brand 

Of  fearful  civil  strife, 
They  claimed  the  bravest  of  the  land, 

The  manliest  forms  of  life. 

The  bearded  veteran  tried  and  true, 

From  plough  and  science  hall ; 
And  youths  of  twenty  summers,  too, 

Responded  to  the  call. 

One  from  an  obscure  hamlet  came 

To  join  the  Federal  host, 
Well  worthy  of  a  maiden's  flame, 

And  of  a  mother's  boast. 

A  youth  with  truly  boyish  face, 

And  figure  lithe  and  lean  ; 
Yet  dowered  he  was  with  native  grace 

And  dignity  of  mien. 

And  by  the  camp-fire's  fitful  ray 

He  thought  of  one  afar  ; 
And  what,  ere  closed  another  day. 

Might  be  the  chance  of  war. 
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Strong  love  and  duty  claimed  that  he 
(Not  knowing  heaven's  designs) 

Should  give  yet  proof  of  constancy, 
And  hence  these  tender  lines. 


"  The  river,  love,  we  cross  to-night — 
We  wait  the  word  to  go — 

And  then  to-morrow  from  the  height 
Give  battle  to  the  foe. 


And  my  first  battle'!     Luckily 
There  is  no  moon  to-night ; 

And  all  our  men  are  eagerly 
Expectant  for  the  fight. 

Between  us  and  the  river  lies 
A  wood,  whose  bounds  enclose 

Sweet  haunts,  more  meet  for  fairy  feet 
Than  tread  of  mortal  foes. 

We  reconnoitred  it  to-day — 

Led  by  a  famous  scout — 
Our  captain  wished  to  know  the  lay 

Of  land  just  thereabout. 

A  pretty  scene  it  was,  my  dear, 

Reminding  me,  you  know, 
Of  that  sweet  spot  we  saw  last  year, 

Ah,  just  a  year  ago  ! 

And  1  could  see  you  once  again 
With  all  your  glad  surprise, 

Gazing  adown .that  bonny  glen 
That  held  our  wondering  eyes. 
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We  purpose  by  a  cautious  move 
(And  this  knows  every  man) 

To  pass  the  wood — a  sound  might  prove 
The  wrecking  of  our  plan  ! 

And  though  a  star  shed  not  its  ray 
From  out  heaven's  gloomy  arch  ; 

Your  smile,  my  love,  shall  light  the  way 
All  through  the  weary  march. 

We  saw  the  bridge,  a  pretty  thing, 

Of  primitive  design  ; 
And  o'er  its  head  thick  branches  spread 

Wreathed  with  the  tangled  vine. 

The  river  here  ran  strong  and  deep, 
I  briefly  watched  its  course  ; 

Though  strangely  silent  was  its  sweep, 
It  struck  me  by  its  force." 

More  thoughtful  grew  the  soldier's  brow, 
His  hand  its  writing  stayed  ; 

The  bridge  !  the  river  deep  !  ah,  now, 
She'll  read  and  be  afraid  ! 

And  once  unconsciously  he  sighed, 
(Brave  hearts  know  true  love's  beat) 

Then  threw  the  written  page  aside, 
And  took  another  sheet. 

"  We  cross  the  bridge  to-night,  my  dear, 
To-morrow  from  the  heights, 

I'll  write  again,  pray  do  not  fear." 

*  *  #  #  # 

•k  Be  quick,  put  out  the  lights  !  " 
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Round  by  the  darkling  wood  they  filed, 

Men  strong  and  resolute  ; 
The  order  last  to  each  had  passed 

For  silence  absolute  ! 

The  bridge  was  gained  without  mischance, 

And  on  the  foremost  pressed  ; 
No  enemy  barred  their  advance, 

Its  passage  to  contest. 

In  truth  it  was  a  structure  frail, 

That  hung  from  bank  to  bank, 
With  here  a  loose  and  weakly  rail, 

And  there  a  doubtful  plank. 

Yet  o'er  they  passed  with  cautious  step, 

Like  spectres  dim  outlined  ; 
That  order  dread  for  silent  tread 

Still  present  to  the  mind  ! 

Oh,  God,  a  splash  !  and  comrades  knew 

One  man  had  gone  to  death  ! 
A  thrill  of  horror  ran  them  through, 

And  each  one  held  his  breath  ! 

Yet  never  cry  for  help  arose 

In  that  life's  dread  eclipse  ! 
For  duty's  claim,  in  honour's  name, 

Had  sealed  those  soldier  lips  ! 

The  heights  were  gained,  the  roll  was  called, 

And  all  were  there,  save  one  ! 
That  hero-spirit  uncut h railed, 

From  his  first  battle  gone  I 
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The  day  dawned  fair,  the  fight  was  fought, 
"Which  brought  that  captain  fame, 

Who  from  his  gallant  men  had  caught 
Their  youthful  comrade's  name. 

'k  And  was  it  he  who  at  the  bridge 
Met  death  so  stern  and  grim  ? 

That  bright-faced  youth  !  then  of  a  truth 
The  day  belongs  to  him  !  " 


THE    MAIDEN    AND    THE    KISS 

0,  joy  it  was  to  see  my  queen 
With  all  her  sprightliness  of  mien, 
As,  tender-eyed,  and  rosy  lipped, 
Along  the  path  she  gaily  skipped  ; 
So  light  of  heart  and  light  of  foot. 
Her  hair,  the  hue  of  hazel  nut, 
That  o'er  her  shapely  shoulders  hung, 
With  gentle  toss  she  backward  flung, 
Which  did  her  graceful  neck  disclose 
With  all  the  pureness  of  the  rose. 
Oh,  youthful  beauty  !  waking  still 
The  soul's  true  joy,  divinest  thrill  ; 
The  theme  of  bards  through  ages  long, 
And  subject  still  of  poet's  song, 

We  doff  the  cap  to  thee  ! 
Our  stubborn  minds  from  icy  mood 
Are  melted,  till  they  fondly  brood 

On  childhood's  winsome  witchery  ! 
Rich  be  the  blessing  still  on  those 
Who  in  their  sheltering  arms  enclose 

The  tender  lambs,  and  feed  them. 
For  yet  the  Book  finds  ample  proof 
That  some  who  coldly  stand  aloof 
From  sage  advice,  and  wisdom's  lore, 
Safe  through  the  heavenly  kingdom's  door 

"  A  little  child  shall  lead  them."' 
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But  let  me  hasten  on  to  tell 
The  progress  of  my  fairy  belle, 
For  like  a  gleam  of  light  she  sped 
Along  the  street,  where,  overhead, 
A  matron  form  in  mourning  clad, 
And  with  a  face  exceeding  sad 

Close  by  a  window  stood  ; 
The  eye  of  maid  the  matron's  caught, 
And  in  a  moment  magic  wrought, 
With  what  a  power  one  look  is  fraught 

For  evil  or  for  good  ! 
Oh,  mystery  of  hidden  things  ! 
That  baffles  all  our  questionings, 
While  conscious  of  its  wondrous  spell, 
Eludes  us  still,  the  intangible— 

The  unseen,  present  with  the  seen ! 
Was  it  her  angel's  guiding  flight 
Directed  there  the  maiden's  sight  ? 
And  on  her  tender  mind  impressed 
The  simple  deed  so  sweetly  blest, 

To  that  lone  heart  in  sorrow  keen  ? 
The  eye  of  maiden  caught,  I  said, 
The  eye  of  matron  overhead  ; 
She  stopped,  and  gazed  a  moment's  space, 
Deep  sympathy  limned  on  her  face, 
Then  raised  and  kissed  her  lily  hand, 
And  waved  it  like  a  magic  wand 

As  suddenly  she  passed  from  view  ! 
I  saw  the  lips  of  matron  move, 
Her  eyes  gleam  with  the  light  of  love, 
And  all  her  changed  expression  there 
Was  one  of  blessing  and  of  prayer, 

That "  touch  of  nature  "  thrilled  her  through ! 
I  passed  along  in  joy  renewed, 
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Yet  with  a  sense  of  awe  imbued, 
And  with  my  heart  I  did  confer, 

Which  did  the  fervent  wish  express, 

That  God  in  my  own  bitterness 
Would  send  me  such  a  comforter  ! 


QUEEN  VICTORIA'S  VISIT  TO  MANCHESTER 

may  21,  1894 

"As  welcome  as  flowers  in  May." 

CROWD  answers  gathering  crowd, 
With  loyal  cheer  and  loud, 

To  welcome  her. 
Swell  high  the  brazen  note, 
And  let  the  bunting  float 
O'er  street  and  gallant  boat, 

Proud  Manchester  ! 

City  of  world-wide  fame, 
With  sons  of  honoured  name 

And  daughters  fair, 
A  worthy  pride  is  thine, 
Whose  noble  annals  shine 
With  many  a  golden  line, 

Old  Manchester  ! 

Whose  halls  have  heard  the  sound 
Of  eloquence  profound 

And  bursting  cheer  ; 
Fair  Freedom's  course  to  speed, 
Or  suffering's  cause  to  plead, 
That  won  thy  generous  deed, 

Dear  Manchester  ! 
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Fathers  with  hoary  brow, 
And  bent  with  service  now, 

Can  we  defer 
To  pay  you  honour's  claims  ? 
By  emulation's  hames 
Maintain  their  lofty  aims, 

Young  Manchester  ! 

Though  powerful  and  great, 
New  trophies  for  thee  wait 

Not  won  by  war. 
Greater  than  warrior's  spoil 
Are  fruits  of  peaceful  toil  ; 
May  nought  thy  glory  soil, 

Brave  Manchester  ! 

With  soul  for  high  emprise, 
Yet  greater  thou  shalt  rise, 

What  shall  deter 
Thy  native  force,  or  stay 
That  will  which  takes  no  nay  ? 
Behold  thy  waterway, 

Bold  Manchester  ! 

Welcome,  good  Sovereign,  then, 
To  hearts  of  toiling  men 

Your  name  is  dear. 
Though  brief  must  be  your  stay, 
This  merry  month  of  May, 
Take  pleasant  thoughts  away 

From  Manchester  ! 


A  SONG  OF  THE  PEACE  CRUSADE 

Champions  of  Peace  !  let  not  your  hands 
Hang  down,  your  zeal  grow  cold, 

Your  world-encircling  cause  demands 
A  faith  sublime  and  bold. 

"  War  against  war  "  still  be  your  cry, 
Till  right  o'er  might  hath  grown  ; 

And  Peace  shall  claim  the  victory 
That  gives  her  back  her  own. 

Who  fights  her  cause  hath  cause  for  song. 

Such  fruits  her  reign  shall  yield  ! 
Let  those  who  speak  the  Saxon  tongue 

Be  foremost  in  the  field. 

Ah  !  those  who  take  "  delight  in  Avar  " 

Have  little  cause  for  joy  ! 
Whose  weapons,  though  perfected,  are 

But  perfect  to  destroy. 

Humanity's  great  heart  is  torn 

By  war-impending  fears, 
With  what  a  patience  it  hath  borne 

This  nightmare  of  the  years  ! 
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Oh,  scenes  Edenic,  where  the  sweet 

And  smiling  harvest  stood  ! 
Stained  by  the  rush  of  warrior  feet 

And  "  garments  rolled  in  blood." 

Oh,  happy  homes  and  lands  laid  waste, 
Where  high  hopes  once  did  swell  ! 

Thou  night-black  spirit,  with  what  haste 
Thy  blight  on  beauty  fell  ! 

How  fearful  has  thy  work  become, 

The  summit  of  all  crimes  ! 
Thy  deeds  of  darkest  heathendom 

The  anomaly  of  our  times  ! 

Spirit  of  war  most  dissolute  ! 

Thee  shall  the  lands  outlaw  : 
And  deem  more  merciful  the  brute 

That  tears  with  tooth  and  claw. 

Still  live  those  scenes  of  horror's  night, 

Traced  by  a  Russell's  pen  ; 
The  words  impassioned  of  a  Bright. 

Ring  in  our  ears  again  ! 

Is  this  life's  recompense  and  pay 

When  all  our  toil  is  done. 
To  see  the  son  we  nourished  slay 
Another  parent's  son  ? 

Are  there  no  paths  of  glory,  save 
Those  by  dread  slaughter  stained  ? 

Are  there  no  laurels  for  the  brave 
Save  those  in  battle  gained  r 
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Britain  !  whose  hand  of  friendship  grips 
That  hand  the  true  heart  warms, 

May  peaceful  victories  eclipse 
Thy  proudest  feat  of  arms  ! 

Knowledge  shall  clear  her  ample  brow, 

Thy  glorious  course  to  see  ; 
"  Take  up  the  white  man's  burden  "  now, 

That  Peace  would  lay  on  thee. 

Not  long  the  sound  of  martial  drum 
The  enlightened  world  shall  brook, 

The  sword  a  ploughshare  shall  become, 
The  spear  a  pruning-hook  ! 


THE    TWO    BLADES 

Let  the  sword-blade  perish  ! 

Both  at  home  and  afar, 
Let  the  grass-blade  flourish, 

Give  us  peace  and  not  war  ! 

Let  the  sword-blade  perish  ! 

That  doth  God's  image  mar  ; 
Let  the  grass-blade  flourish, 

Give  us  peace  and  not  war  ! 

Let  the  sword-blade  perish  ! 

That  doth  true  progress  bar  ; 
Let  the  grass-blade  flourish, 

Give  us  peace  and  not  war  ! 

Let  the  sword-blade  perish  ! 

Tis  the  world's  "evil  star"  : 
Lei  the  grass-blade  flourish, i 

Give  us  peace  and  not  war  ! 

Let  the  sword-blade  perish  ! 

For  we  all  brothers  are  ; 
Let  the  grass-blade  flourish, 

Give  us  peace  and  noi  war  ! 
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THE   INDIAN   FAMINE 

Never  a  need  or  wrong 

Failed  in  that  heart  of  thine 
To  wake  emotion  strong, 

Old  County  Palatine  ! 

Thy  pathos,  humour,  wit, 

Are  linked  with  high  intent, 
Which  throws  aside  when  fit 

The  themes  of  merriment. 

The  feelings  thou  hast  voiced 

Humanity  hath  owned, 
And  Freedom  hath  rejoiced 

To  see  her  cause  enthroned. 

And  duty's  voice,  when  clear, 
Thou  need'st  to  hear  but  once, 

To  give  thy  answering  cheer, 
And  eloquent  response. 

Now  India's  dire  appeal 

Has  thrilled  thee  through  and  through, 
Stirring  thy  generous  zeal 

To  do  what  thou  canst  do. 
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The  clay  of  thy  distress 

Thou  hast  not  yet  forgot, 
But  eager  still  to  bless 

The  land  that  cheered  thy  lot. 

Thy  debt  thou  dost  endorse, 

Kindness  reciprocate, 
And  gratitude's  full  force 

Shall  love  accentuate. 

Knowing  thy  wealth  and  fame, 
Thou  bring'st  no  offering  slight, 

But  one  that  will  not  shame 
Thee  in  the  nation's  sight. 

We  trust  that  thou,  at  least, 

Wilt  make  the  occasion  blest, 
Feeding  the  hungry  East 

With  surplus  of  the  West. 

Our  royal  Lady's  face 

Shall  beam  with  pleasure's  light, 
On  those  true  deeds  of  grace 

That  alien  hearts  unite. 

Spectres  of  famine  haunt 

Her  sympathetic  mind, 
Touched  by  the  fearful  want 

And  sufferings  of  mankind  ! 

Treasures  of  earth's  increase 

Be  still  our  Sovereign's  own, 
Trophies  of  love  and  peace 

The  glory  of  her  throne  ! 


LAUNCH    OF    THE    BOLTON  LIFEBOAT 
AT   KESSINGLAND,  AUGUST   19,   1803 

Launch  the  Bolton,  while  the  welkin 

Rings  with  cheer  on  cheer  again, 
Lo,  she  gaily  cleaves  the  waters 

Manned  by  true  and  sturdy  men  : 
While  the  face  of  each  onlooker 

Doth  the  grateful  wish  express — 
God  grant  her  a  glorious  future, 

Service  long  and  great  success. 

Gliding  now  a  thing  of  beauty, 

Who  shall  tell  her  future  worth  ? 
When  the  stern  dread  hour  of  duty 

Shall  her  services  call  forth  ; 
Sacred  be  her  mission  ever, 

In  extremes  of  human  need 
May  she  be  in  each  endeavour 

A  life-saving  boat  indeed. 

Often  hath  our  island  story 

Stirred  us  with  its  deeds  of  fame, 

And  each  year  brings  added  glory 
Unto  England's  honoured  name  : 
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For  her  sons,  themselves  unheeding, 
When  dread  tidings  hold  the  breath, 

Forth  with  urgent  succour  speeding, 
Dare  to  face  the  jaws  of  death. 


How  the  tender  voice  of  Honour 

Doth  their  inmost  being  thrill  ! 
Leal  and  true  they  wait  upon  her 

Her  loved  mandates  to  fnlfil  ; 
Points  she  to  the  tempest  driven, 

Or  the  prisoners  of  the  mine, 
Ever  a  response  is  given — 

Noble  service  and  benign. 


Worthy  lives  of  some  who  slumber 

'Neath  the  monumental  stone. 
And  of  some — the  greater  number — 

With  their  resting-place  unknown- 
Heroes,  heroines  of  lowly 

Life  and  undistinguished  name, 
Move  us  with  ambition  holy, 

And  the  emulative  flame  ! 


Faith  in  God  and  man  we  cherish, 

Man  in  part  is  God-like  still  ; 
And  the  likeness  shall  not  perish, 

Power  of  love,  nor  strength  of  will  ; 
Still  we  get,  through  Heaven's  implanting, 

Courage  for  each  trial  sore. 
If  the  stronger  arm  be  wanting, 

A  Grace  Darling  takes  the  oar. 
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When  there  looms  the  hour  of  danger, 

And  old  Ocean's  waves  are  wild, 
Comes  the  cry  from  friend  or  stranger, 

Like  a  mother  to  her  child, 
Speed  thee,  lifeboat,  bravely  speed  thee, 

With  the  blessings  from  the  land, 
If  the  human  freight  be  rescued, 

Let  the  wreckage  line  the  strand. 

Take  thee  kindly  to  the  waters, 

Win  a  fair  and  bright  renown, 
And  delight  the  sons  and  daughters 

Of  our  good  old  Bolton  town  ; 
Who  will  never  cease  to  offer 

Prayers  for  all  thy  gallant  crew, 
As  they  look  to  those  who  suffer 

And  resolve  to  dare  and  do  ! 


THE   BOLTON  LIFEBOAT 

FIRST   RESCUE 

Well  done  !  well  done,  eight  lives  are  won 
(And  lives  are  aye  worth  winning  !), 

"  Three  cheers  "  for  yon,  ye  gallant  crew, 
For  such  a  good  beginning. 

For  soon,  as  when  the  Alberta's  men 

Had  set  their  signal  flying, 
Ye  met  the  sign  with  promptness  fine, 

To  duty's  call  replying. 

Though  in  unrest,  old  ocean's  breast 

Awoke  not  awe  and  wonder  ; 
But  tempered  well  the  rising  swell, 

And  kept  her  fury  under. 

Our  sturdy  boat,  we  proudly  note, 

Right  noble  service  then  did  ; 
Well  might  ye  then,  bravo  lifeboat  men, 

Pronounce  her  conducl  >k  splendid  !  " 

But  fiercer  yet  shall  storms  be  met, 
And  strongest  nerves  be  wanted  ; 

When  urgent  need  the  boat  shall  speed, 
With  hearts  of  oak  undaunted. 
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Hear  once  again,  0  lifeboat  men — 
Your  manly  breasts  inspiring — 

Our  hearty  cheer  for  your  career 
Of  human  aid  untiring. 

Till  duty  done,  and  triumphs  won, 

(When  life's  storms  hush  their  howling), 

Ye  soar  aloft,  hearts  "  kind  and  soft," 
Like  that  of  brave  Tom  Bowling  ! 


EPISTLE   TO    MR.    ROBERT   LEAKE,   M.P. 

ON    THE    PUBLICATION    OF    HIS    "  PIECEWORK    IN 
THE   OVERTIME   OF   A   BUSINESS   MAN." 

Me,  honoured  sir,  you  will  not  blame, 
Unknown  to  you,  unknown  to  fame — 
Feeling  the  warm  poetic  flame 

Now  and  again — 
If  I  your  notice  briefly  claim 

With  rhyming  pen. 

No  fulsome  word  my  pen  shall  write, 
My  thoughts  no  compliment  indite 
Unwarranted  by  truth  and  right, 

Or  honest  meed  ; 
Anent  your  life's  example  bright 

In  word  and  deed. 

Oh,  well  for  you  in  life's  fair  morn, 
The  idler's  lot  awoke  your  scorn. 
The  manly  purpose  in  you  born 

To  do  and  dare  ; 
Resolved  that  life  you  would  adorn 

By  toil  and  care. 
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What  was  your  aim  ?     Not  gold  to  find, 

But  through  a  busy  life  to  bind 

Those  moral  claims  by  Heaven  designed 

Upon  your  heart  ; 
And  with  a  patriotic  mind 

To  act  your  part ! 

Still  seeking  in  life's  closing  years 
Your  country's  good,  and  all  that  cheers 
That  hallowed  spot  of  joys  and  tears, 

'Neath  thatch  or  dome — 
That  shrine  of  sacred  hopes  and  fears, 

Our  English  home  ! 

Though  you  may  not  have  come  as  yet 
To  that  high  goal  before  you  set, 
And  to  the  crown  you  may  not  get 

Of  your  ideal  ; 
Your  joy,  though  tempered  with  regret, 

Must  aye  be  real. 

Sure,  there  were  times  your  heart  was  wrung 
By  sorrow  deep,  by  failure  stung, 
Yet  were  your  hopes  not  left  unsung, 

New  life  to  infuse  ; 
Ye  courted  with  persuasive  tongue 

The  lightsome  Muse. 


■  -  ■ 


Companion  dear  she  was  to  you, 
Through  changing  fortune  ever  true, 
And,  oh,  the  days  were  not  a  few 

That  owned  her  power 
Could  send  a  glint  of  sunshine  through 

The  darkest  hour  ! 
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Her  heart  to  your  best  interest  beat, 

And,  like  a  ministering  angel  fleet, 

She  decked  your  path  with  posies  sweet, 

Of  varied  ray  ; 
These  you  have  gathered  now,  complete 

In  one  bouquet  ! 

In  dedication  wise  you  vent 

Your  feelings  warm  with  kind  intent, 

And,  surely,  there  is  with  them  blent 

A  parent's  pride  ; 
The  fragrance  of  your  gift,  unspent, 

Shall  long  abide  ! 


THE    QUINTA'S   FAIR   DOMAIN 

The  beautiful  residential  estate,  near  Chirk,  of  the  late  Mr- 
Thomas  Barnes,  J. P.,  formerly  Member  of  Parliament  for 
Bolton. 

SWEET  retrospective  thoughts  awake, 

And  memories  fondly  turn 
To  days  departed,  for  whose  sake 

Affections  kindly  burn  ; 
For  there  are  scenes  for  ever  dear, 

Past  joys  that  live  again, 
As  glad  remembrance  brings  me  near 

The  Quinta's  fair  domain  ! 

With  pride  I  walked  thy  pleasant  glades, 

Or,  on  the  upland  road, 
To  view  the  landscape's  lights  and  shades, 

With  buoyant  step  I  strode  ; 
Entranced  I  gazed  on  Cambria's  hills, 

Or  proud  Salopia's  plain, 
And  still  the  thought  my  bosom  thrills 

Of  Quinta's  fair  domain  ! 

Salopia  !  beautiful,  in  truth, 

With  prospect  rich  and  rare  ; 
To  me,  a  soul-impassioned  youth, 

The  scene  was  passing  fair, 
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Unequalled  once,  when  blithely  strayed 

A  maiden  down  the  lane — 
But  stay  !  my  theme  is  not  the  maid, 

'Tis  Quinta's  fair  domain  ! 


Perchance,  the  evening  hour  to  while, 

I  passed  the  Glyn-ward  way, 
Below  Chirk  castle's"  hoary  pile 

So  solid,  grim,  and  grey  ; 
Or,  did  the  contemplative  mood 

Ascendance  o'er  me  gain, 
I  sought  the  sweetest  solitude 

On  Quinta's  fair  domain  ! 


Still  oft  in  quiet  reverie, 

My  lingering  fancy  shows 
The  fair  outlines  of  shrub  or  tree, 

The  beauty  of  the  rose  ; 
For  Flora  there,  bewitching  queen, 

Doth  art-assisted  reign, 
Her  richest  gems  enhance,  the  scene 

Of  Quinta's  fair  domain  ! 


Blest  vista  !  yet  that  life  affords 

A  glimpse  of  sunny  days, 
Waking  the  heart's  responsive  chords 

Of  gratitude  and  praise  ; 
Fair  scenes  for  long  the  grateful  mind 

Would  lovingly  retain, 
And  in  her  treasure-realm  1  find 

The  Quinta's  fair  domain  ! 
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Give  me  the  heart  with  hope  still  young, 

Along  the  lapse  of  time  : 
A  mind  whose  chambers  still  are  hung 

With  images  sublime  ; 
A  soul  that  feels  love's  tender  powers 

When  life  is  on  the  wane, 
As  joyous  as  the  budding  flowers 

On  Quinta's  fair  domain  ! 

Thus  recollection  turns  to  thee, 

And  pleasant  days  of  yore, 
When  friendship's  bond  had  linked  to  me 

Hearts  dear  to  my  heart's  core  ; 
And  this,  whatever  be  my  end, 

Shall  ne'er  my  memory  stain, 
That  I  have  ceased  to  love  a  friend, 

Or  Quinta's  fair  domain  ! 


A   JUBILEE   SALUTATION 

0,  Sovereign  !  mark  the  loyal  flame, 

And  hear  the  people's  glad  applause 
For  her  who  honours  "  Albert's  "  name, 

Adds  dignity  to  Britain's  laws  ; 
Whose  pride  of  Empire  hath  not  marred 

The  bloom  of  her  humility, 
A  nation's  love  and  fond  regard 

Shall  crown  her  Diamond  Jubilee  ! 

Yon,  God  appointed  to  fulfil 

The  duties  of  a  lofty  state 
And,  guided  by  His  sovereign  will, 

His  gentleness  hath  made  you  great  ; 
Great  in  the  wealth  of  love — in  all 

That  makes  your  people  strong  and  free, 
And  worthy  this  high  festival 

That  marks  your  Diamond  Jubilee  ! 

The  blending  of  Imperial  grace 

With  what  is  best  of  heart  and  mind, 
Has  linked  your  name  to  every  race, 

And  won  the  reverence  of  mankind. 
"  Touches  of  nature  "  you  have  shown 

That  shall  be  theme  of  minstrelsy. 
Enhance  the  glory  of  your  throne, 

And  this  your  Diamond  Jubilee  ! 
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Fond  Fancy  will  her  pictures  limn  ! 

How  fain  ye  would  this  day  have  shared 
Your  country's  warmest  praise  with  him 

Beloved,  lamented,  and  revered  ! 
With  others  too  of  virtuous  name — 

Alice,  of  blessed  memory, 
And  princes  of  a  stainless  name, 

Your  heart  enshrines  this  Jubilee  ! 


Reflected  hath  the  nation's  life 

In  your  exalted  person  been  ; 
As  kind  a  ruler,  parent,  wife, 

As  ever  graced  the  courtly  scene. 
The  memory  of  your  bitter  days 

More  sacred  makes  our  loyalty  ; 
Lover  of  children  !  hear  them  raise 

The  chorus  of  your  Jubilee  ! 


0,  ever  from  your  beauteous  youth 

You  must  have  found,  'mid  life's  regrets, 
The  sweetness  of  your  Laureate's  truth 

"  Kind  hearts  are  more  than  coronets." 
And,  gazing  on  these  cheering  crowds, 

Humbled,  yet  grateful  you  must  be, 
No  subject's  hate  this  day  beclouds 

An  ever  glorious  Jubilee  ! 


The  triumphs  of  your  lengthened  reign 
Shall  history's  page  make  luminous, 

And  time's  imperishable  gain 
Of  moral  worth,  admired  by  us 
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(Your  legacy  sublime  and  true) 

The  generations  yet  to  be 
Shall  honour,  as  to-day  we  do 

Your  brilliant  reign  and  Jubilee  ! 


Still  loved  as  when  first  called  to  rule 

Britannia's  realms  so  truly  vast  ! 
Affection  warm  and  judgment  cool 

You  have  displayed  from  first  to  last. 
Proud  London  forms  the  pageant  grand 

Earth's  noblest  come  from  far  to  see. 
Hail !  foremost  Lady  of  the  land, 

And  hail  !  your  peerless  Jubilee  ! 


THE   COUNTRY   STILE 

Be  it  at  morn  when  Sol  ascends 

With  glory  up  the  eastern  sky, 
Or  when  he  to  the  west  descends 

And  rivets  the  beholder's  eye. 
An  equal  pleasure  'tis  to  me 

To  tread  the  landscape  many  a  mile, 
Then,  underneath  some  aged  tree, 

To  rest  upon  the  country  stile  ! 

The  country  stile,  a  favoured  spot ! 

(Sweet  contemplation,  here  recline) 
What  tender  secrets  thou  hast  got, 

What  memories  of  "  auld  laug  syne  "  ! 
Was  it  not  here  the  impassioned  swain, 

First  caught  the  love-consenting  smile, 
Which  thrilled  his  very  soul  again — 

Here,  leaning  on  the  country  stile  ! 

The  neat  young  wife,  with  child  on  arm, 

"  Dadda  "  comes  forth  to  meet  with  joy, 
With  all  the  pride  of  wedlock  warm, 

She  lifts  aloft  her  strapping  boy. 
The  father  sees  them  with  delight 

(0,  childish  glee,  so  free  from  guile  !) 
Now  arms  are  in  embraces  tight, 

There's  kissing  at  the  country  stile  ! 
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Perchance,  two  hundred  yards  from  home, 

Yon  yeoman  comes  with  tottering  pace, 
These  lands  he  once  did  freely  roam 

With  strength  of  limb  and  manly  grace  ! 
Now  he  must  walk  with  feeble  gait, 

And  linger  on  life's  verge  awhile, 
Ere  he  shall  leave  his  fine  estate, 

And  favourite  seat,  the  country  stile  ! 

The  robin  here,  that  welcome  bird, 

Tunes  undisturbed  his  ruddy  throat, 
On  yonder  tree  the  thrush  is  stirred 

To  sound  its  most  ambitious  note  ; 
While  high  above  on  soaring  wing 

The  larks  your  peaceful  hours  beguile, 
As  they  in  yon  blue  arch  upspring 

We  watch  them  from  the  country  stile  ! 

To  greet  the  flowers  that  deck  the  sod, 

Whose  matchless  beauty  "makes  me  glad," 
To  view  the  trees  whose  branches  nod 

In  their  luxuriant  leafage  clad  ; 
I  linger,  for  I'm  loath  to  go 

From  scenes  that  sin  can  ne'er  defile — 
From  joys  I  ne'er  again  may  know 

While  sitting  on  the  country  stile  ! 


THE    SWEET   SALOPIAN    MAID 

How  sweet  to  wake  fond  memory's  powers, 

Live  life's  past  joys  again  ! 
Recall  those  soul-enrapturing  hours, 

And  Love's  triumphant  reign. 
When  modest  worth  and  beauty's  brow 

My  heart's  strong  passion  swayed, 
A  winsome  form,  I  see  it  now, 

The  sweet  Salopian  maid  ! 

That  farewell  scene  lives  with  me  yet, 

Still  dear  the  whispered  name, 
When  soul  felt  soul,  and  eyes  that  met 

Burned  with  a  mutual  flame  ; 
Enamoured  with  those  matchless  charms, 

The  parting  was  delayed, 
Heaven  in  my  breast,  and  in  my  arms 

The  sweet  Salopian  maid  ! 

Though  fate  forbade  thou  should'st  be  mine, 

I  loved  thee  none  the  less, 
And,  oh  !  what  tenderness  was  thine, 

Emotion's  fond  excess  ! 
I'll  think  of  thee  as  thou  wert  then 

Beneath  the  hawthorn's  shade, 
Till  heaven  restore  to  me  again 

The  sweet  Salopian  maid  ! 
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Who  can  describe  thy  beauty,  bright  May  morn  ! 
That  now  as  a  sweet  virgin  form  I  greet  ; 
Fairest  of  earth's  fair  daughters,  loveliest  born  ! 
Entranced  I  view  thee  as,  with  naked  feet, 
Thou  steppest  lightly  o'er  the  flowery  sward. 
And  waving,  with  a  smile,  the  plenteous  horn, 
Thou  sheddest  round  thy  path  such  odours  sweet ; 
Favoured  am  I  thy  glorious  form  to  meet  ! 
Stirring  within  me  love's  dear  hallowed  flame  ; 
My  soul  is  ravished  witli  a  strange  delight, 
And  moved,  as  it  hath  ne'er  before  been  moved. 
By  thee  who  captive  holds  my  wondrous  sight  ; 
Abandoned  to  thy  beauty  I  will  gaze 
With  feelings  uncontrolled  and  rapturous  amaze  ! 
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Lh,  bonny  rare  thing  ! 

Proud  I  salute  thee  ; 
Child  of  the  fair  spring, 

Thou  art  a  beauty  ! 

Out  from  the  world  shut, 

Gently  I  raise  thee  ; 
How  can  I  help  but 

Bless  thee  and  praise  thee  ! 

Sheltered  by  rude  rock 

Over  thee  jutting, 
Safe  in  the  storm-shock, 

Firm  is  thy  footing. 

Who  would  updelve  it  ? 

Dear  little  posy  ! 
On  the  moss-velvet 

Nestling  so  cosy  ! 

Who  comes  to  woo  thee 

In  this  spot  lonely  ? 
"  None  ever  knew  me 

Save  the  wren  only  !  " 
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Live  undefiled  then — 

Few  will  thy  days  be — 
Gem  of  this  wild  glen, 

Long  will  I  praise  thee  ! 


THE   FUCHSIA 

HAIL,  glorious  flowers  in  bright  array, 
Ye  more  than  gold  I  treasure, 

0,  could  I  sing  your  praise  as  well 
As  ye  have  borne  me  pleasure  ! 

No  scraggy  form  of  plant  I  view, 

But  thick-set,  leafy  bushes, 
Whose  pendant  flowers  are  fair  to  see 

As  are  a  maiden's  blushes. 

To  bring  ye  to  a  perfect  form 

No  labour  have  I  slighted, 
And  all  my  pains  and  watchful  care 

Have  nobly  been  requited. 

My  floral  graces  all  are  fair, 
The  firstborn  and  the  latest, 

With  equal  claims  to  honour,  who 
Shall  say  which  is  the  greatest  ? 

See  what  a  show  and  goodly  form 
My  "  Duchess"  there  is  making, 

Whose  branches  bent  with  floral  wealth 
Are  near  the  point  of  breaking. 
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And  mark  those  plump  and  swelling  buds 

By  Nature's  hand  adjusted, 
And  all  the  blooms  there  fully  blown 

With  stamens  pollen-crusted. 

Upborne  upon  that  brittle  stem 

What  pureness  and  what  neatness  ! 

And  all  the  sweet  abandonment 
Of  Beauty's  own  completeness. 

Delightful  bells  !  whose  beauteous  curves 

Still  my  glad  eyes  do  follow, 
With  petals  here  of  crimson  hue 

And  there  the  white  corolla. 

0,  glorious  fuchsia,  thou  shalt  win 

More  hearts  than  yet  have  sought  thee, 

Nature  was  in  a  generous  mood 
When  unto  birth  she  brought  thee. 

Fain  would  we  keep  his  memory  green 

And  hear  his  praise  be  chanted, 
Who  first  within  our  British  Isles 

This  form  of  beauty  planted  ! 
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A  FRIEND  he  is  loyal  and  true 

As  ever  thrust  awl  into  leather, 
And  the  sun  of  whose  mirth  will  break  through 

The  cloud  of  adversity's  weather. 

He  loves  not  the  world  nor  its  pelf, 

On  fame  he  has  had  no  design  ; 
Yet  though  he's  no  star  in  himself, 

The  fruits  of  his  labour  do  shine. 

He  is  not  conceited  or  vain, 

Nor  yet  with  plain  speaking  offended  ; 
Perfection  he  longs  to  attain, 

And  owns  that  his  work  can  be  mended. 

His  sense  of  true  honour  is  fine, 

Nor  lacks  he  occasion  to  show  it ; 
And  where  he  sees  duty's  line 

He  at  once  makes  an  effort  to  toe  it. 

Nor  failed  my  respect  in  the  least, 

When  hearing,  as  one  day  I  did, 
He'd  belaboured  the  hide  of  a  beast, 

And  pressed  on  the  innocent  kid. 
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Though  versed  in  the  "  finishing'*  lore, 

For  tragic  events  he's  ill-suited  ; 
And  yet  we  read  over  his  door 

"All  orders  at  once  executed." 

His  wife,  whom  he  calls  his  dear  madam, 

He  loves,  as  I  love  the  dear  Muse  ; 
She  says  that  no  son  of  old  Adam 

Shall  ever  jump  into  his  shoes. 

A  word  in  due  season  to  suit, 

His  wisdom  he  seasons  with  wit ; 
When  a  fair  maiden  tries  on  a  boot 

He  declares  it  a  pretty  miss-fit. 

His  business  has  come  on  apace, 

And  brought  him  both  honour  and  gain  ; 

He  feels  it,  no  doubt,  in  his  case, 
More  pleasant  to  wax  than  to  wane. 

For  years,  with  persistence  and  pluck, 

We  saw  him  misfortune  rebutting  ; 
Till  now,  by  what  people  call  luck, 

His  business  stands  on  a  large  footing. 

The  principal  means  to  success 

Is  a  love  for  hard  work,  lie  oner  said, 

And  then,  to  our  mind,  we  confess, 
He  hit  the  right  nail  on  bhe  head. 

It  will  to  his  credit  be  found. 

Though  the  fact  you  might  doubt  for  a  minute, 
That  his  pleasures  do  mostly  abound. 

When  people  do  "put  their  foot  in  it.'" 
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He  seldom  gives  way  to  dull  care, 
But  sings  with  the  joy  of  a  lark  ; 

When  orders  come  in  by  the  pair, 

Like  the  birds  that  went  into  the  ark. 

Yet  trials  their  visits  will  pay, 
As  sure  as  a  boot  gets  a  toe  in  ; 

When  debtors  do  go  on  their  way, 

But  not  in  the  shoes  they  should  go  in. 

But  two  feet  of  credit  they  gain, 

And  less  than  the  twenty-four  inches. 

Yet  never  one  comes  to  complain, 

To  show  him  just  where  the  boot  pinches. 

Like  pilgrims  and  strangers  below, 
Their  journey  they  gladly  pursue  ; 

And  distance,  the  further  they  go, 
Enchantment  doth  lend  to  the  view. 

Yet  proud  is  my  friend  of  his  trade, 
As  ancient  as  gardening  found, 

For  Adam  some  shoes  must  have  made 
When  thistles  first  grew  on  the  ground. 

Eve's  tender  and  beautiful  feet 

Would  not  be  exposed  on  the  morrow  ; 

And  still  for  his  care  she  was  meet, 
Sole  partner  of  joy  and  of  sorrow  ! 


THE   BOGEY   MAN 

Within  a  car  I  sat  beside 

A  girl  whose  years  perhaps  four  might  be 
Her  father,  with  a  lawful  pride, 

Held  her  well  poised  upon  his  knee. 

With  wondrous  eyes  she  looked  around 

In  turn  at  every  passenger, 
Each,  by  her  spell  of  beauty  bound, 

A  loving  gaze  did  fix  on  her. 

There  like  a  little  queen  she  sat 
The  object  of  delight  and  praise  ; 

And  blessings  mute  on  her  did  wait, 
If  still  a  look  a  thought  betrays. 

I,  as  she  turned  her  eyes  away, 

With  dexterous  finger  touched  her  chin, 
She  started  back  with  some  dismay, 

And  looked  her  father's  face  right  in. 


V-  ' 


Then  rang  the  car  with  merriment. 
As  thus  her  artless  question  ran, 

And  with  the  slightest  tremor  blent, 
"  Father,  was  that  the  bogey  man  ?  " 
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He,  shaking  with  the  general  glee, 
Yet  anxious  to  allay  her  fear, 

Replied,  with  finger  turned  on  me, 
"  Here  is  the  hogey  man,  my  dear.  " 

Despite  her  scrutinising  glance, 

I  smiled  till  she  returned  the  smile, 

And  made  that  intercourse  by  chance 
To  he  remembered  yet  awhile. 

Heaven's  blessing  on  the  child  I  craved, 
To  grant  her  life  a  lengthy  span, 

And  that  she  might  be  daily  saved 
From  every  form  of  hogey  man  ! 


PAREPA   ROSA'S   SONG 

Let  me  a  worthy  deed  relate 

Which  happened  in  a  Western  State  ; 

For,  go  we  east,  or  go  we  west, 

Life's  daily  incidents  attest 

God  hath  His  heroines  of  grace 

In  every  land,  in  every  race  ; 

Some  with  strong  arm  for  the  defence 

Of  virtue  and  sweet  innocence  ; 

And  some  with  love's  divinest  flow 

The  proofs  of  rare  devotion  show  ; 

And  through  the  long  night-watches  tend 

The  couch  of  stranger  or  of  friend  : 

Accept  their  self-imposed  task, 

All  issues  dare,  nor  question  ask, 

Rut  seize,  as  Heaven  designed  they  should, 

The  privilege  of  doing  good  ! 

A  wealthy  lady,  and  one  who 

Had  wealth  of  heart  and  wisdom  too, 

(Twin  jewels  oft  by  woman  worn) 
Whose  kindly  deeds,  like  beauty-bands, 
Drew  Loving  hearts  and  willing  hands. 

And  did  her  daily  life  adorn. 
Had  one  dear  friend,  a  spirit  choice, 
And  famous  for  a  glorious  voice, 
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Who  paid  a  visit,  duly  planned, 
And  soon  before  the  fire  they  fanned 
That  other  flame,  of  heavenly  birth, 
Esteemed  by  both  of  priceless  worth. 
The  joys  of  friendship  pure  and  sweet 
They  cherished  with  a  faith  complete  ; 
Those  joys  that  deathless  bards  have  sung 
Throughout  all  time,  in  every  tongue, 
That  shall,  fresh  as  the  dewy  morn, 
Rejoice  the  nations  yet  unborn  ! 

A  gentle  knock  their  converse  stayed  ; 

A  letter  handed  by  the  maid, 

The  lady  taking,  "  Thank  you,"  said, 

And  silently  the  missive  read  ; 

The  while  her  eyes  with  tears  were  filled, 

Her  breast  with  deep  emotion  thrilled, 

In  solemn  thought  she  stood,  at  last 

The  letter  to  her  friend  she  passed. 

A  mother's  hand  the  lines  had  penned, 

A  widow's  heart  unto  a  friend 

The  anguish  of  bereavement  told  ; 
One  of  those  tales  of  life  forlorn, 
By  meekness  and  endurance  borne, 

The  "  annals  of  the  poor  "  unfold. 

Her  case  the  lady  long  had  known, 
And  oft  the  widow  kindness  shown, 
In  many  ways  had  helped  her  through, 
And  found  her  needlework  to  do. 
One  only  child,  a  girl  she  had, 
Whose  sweet  devotion  made  her  glad, 
Bjr  diligence  and  kindly  care 
The  burden  of  her  life  did  share. 
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But  lately  had  the  girl  betrayed 
Signs  of  a  malady  that  preyed 
Upon  her  gentle  form,  her  eye 
Shone  with  a  growing  brilliancy. 
And,  oh,  the  mystery  of  Heaven  ! 
Recalling  such  a  darling  given. 
The  fell  disease  the  maid  had  caught 
Soon  fatally  its  havoc  wrought, 
And  ere  the  closing  year  was  spent 
Life  fled  its  fragile  tenement. 
To  lap  her  in  her  final  bed 
Earth  waited  for  the  lovely  dead. 
This  was  the  reason  for  the  note 
The  widow  in  her  anguish  wrote. 
Friend  looked  on  friend  in  mutual  love, 
And  both  did  strong  compassion  move, 

Each  well  the  other's  feelings  knew  ; 
Then  rose  the  singer  from  her  seat 
And  spake  in  words  subdued  and  sweet 

"  Get  ready,  I  will  go  with  you." 
It  was  a  bleak  December  day 
As  cityward  they  bent  their  way, 
But  love  will  dare  the  driving  sleet, 
And  pity  brave  the  muddy  street ; 
Eacb  wrapped  within  a  sheltering  cloak 
They  sped,  and  scarce  the  silence  broke. 
And  soon,  the  city  gained,  they  passed 
From  busy  streets  and  buildings  vast, 
To  where  the  lonely  toiler  spent 
Her  life  in  a  cheap  tenement. 

Upstairs,  upon  the  second  floor, 
They  met  the  widow  at  the  door, 
Who  softly  led  them  in  the  room 
Now  sombre  with  the  wintry  gloom  ; 
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Though  thinly  furnished,  it  was  yel 
In  cleanly  and  good  order  set, 
Upon  two  chairs  the  coffin  lay 
That  held  in  trust  the  precious  clay. 
A  few  hard-featured  neighbour  folk 
Stood  round,  and  in  a  whisper  spoke, 

Yet  there  were  tears  they  could  not  stem, 
For  truly  mourned  they  death's  approach 
On  her,  whose  life  above  reproach 

Had  been  exhibited  to  them. 
Stern  duty  no  delay  will  brook, 

The  needful  must  be  done  and  said, 
And  sad  eyes  look  their  last  fond  look 

Upon  the  features  of  the  dead  ! 

Yet  silent  had  the  singer  been, 
But  rising  now,  with  gracious  mien, 
She  in  devoutest  manner  stepped 
To  where  the  shrouded  maiden  slept  ; 
There  reverently  her  head  did  bow, 
Her  hand  upon  the  pallid  brow, 
When,  suddenly,  the  room  was  filled 
With  glorious  song,  as  if  one  skilled 
In  heaven's  own  music  sang  the  air 

"Angels  ever  bright  and  fair, 
Take,  oh,  take  me  to  your  care  "  ; 
Which  rose  and  fell  in  cadence  rare, 
Transforming  all  that  scene  of  woe 
To  one  of  holy  rapture,  where 
Hearts  warmed  with  a  mysterious  glow, 
Forgot  their  bitterness  and  cares  ; 
And  children  from  the  street  below 
With  awe  crept  up  the  narrow  stairs. 

Was  ever  song,  the  gift  of  heaven, 
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With  such  a  benediction  given  ? 
Was  ever  found  a  fitter  time 
To  feel  its  influence  sublime  ? 
Or  ever  scene  more  fit  command 
The  attention  of  the  spirit  land  ? 
And,  doubt  not,  o'er  that  wondrous  sight 
Did  angels  hover,  bright  and  fair, 
And  carried  to  those  realms  of  light 
Parepa  Rosa's  song  and  prayer. 


A  WELCOME 

MUCH  wearied  with  my  daily  toil, 

My  neighbour's  door  I  sought  ; 
To  while  away  an  evening  hour 

With  truest  pleasure  fraught ; 
My  neighbour,  of  all  men  I  knew, 

The  drollest  "  yarn  "  could  spin  ; 
I  knocked,  his  cheery  words  outflew, 

"  Come  in  !  my  friend,  come  in  !  " 

His  hearty  welcome  made  me  glad, 

My  gloomy  thoughts  to  quit, 
Such  power  to  chase  dull  care  he  had 

With  mirth  and  ready  wit  ; 
His  sunny  smile,  his  open  brow, 

And  speech  were  all  akin  ; 
That  joyous  shout !  I  hear  it  now, 

"  Come  in  !  my  friend,  come  in  !  " 

That  man  is  blest,  ay  doubly  blest, 

Though  other  wealth  denied  ; 
With  love  in  his  domestic  nest, 

Joy  at  his  own  fireside  ; 
And  happy  he,  with  neighbours  true, 

With  honest  kith  and  kin  ; 
Whose  salutation  none  shall  rue, 

"  Come  in  I  my  friend,  come  in  !  ,! 
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0,  life  shall  be  more  pleasant  yet 

When  dark  suspicion  dies, 
And  confidence  shall  not  be  met 

By  fraud  in  truth's  fair  guise  ; 
Till  that  more  perfect  day  shall  dawn, 

Which  earnest  lives  shall  win, 
With  heart-door  open  sound  we  forth 

"  Come  in  !  my  friend,  come  in  !  " 

Peace  opes  her  palace  gates  to  rest 

The  weary  souls  of  men, 
To  animate  the  fainting  breast, 

And  thrill  with  hope  again  ; 
And  blessed  he  whose  ear  hath  heard, 

Amid  earth's  toil  and  din, 
Her  heaven-toned  voice  and  welcome  word 

"  Come  in  !  my  friend,  come  in  !  " 

As  through  a  wintry  storm  we  gaze 

And  hail  some  pilgrim  near, 
Invite  him  to  the  kindly  blaze 

And  friendship's  goodly  cheer  ; 
So  we  do  hope — no  distant  day — 

When  washed  from  this  world's  sin, 
That  we  shall  hear  our  Master  say 

"  Come  in  !  my  friend,  come  in  !  ' 


A   MOTHER'S   LOVE 

STERN  poverty  had  entered  in 

A  lowly  highland  cot, 
For  bread  is  often  hard  to  win 

Where  Nature  dowers  the  spot. 

A  widow,  with  her  baby  boy, 

Its  humble  tenants  were — 
Her  child  the  centre  of  her  joy, 

The  object  of  her  care. 

Yet  often  smiling  through  her  tears, 

She  blest  him  day  by  day, 
And  with  her  mind  oppressed  with  fears, 

She  sang  his  lullaby. 

Through  her  late  husband's  illness  all 

Their  little  store  was  spent, 
And  now,  although  the  sum  was  small, 

She  owed  arrears  of  rent. 

Despite  fond  hopes  to  which  she  clung, 
And  her  brave  fight  for  bread, 

A  threat  of  an  eviction  hung 
O'er  her  devoted  head  ! 
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For  he  was  hard  and  stern  who  owned 

Their  snug  domestic  nest, 
A  man  who  ne'er  had  yet  unthroned 

Compassion  in  his  breast. 

The  rent-day  now  drew  on  apace, 

Wild  winter,  too,  came  on, 
And  sadder  grew  the  widow's  face, 

For  help  to  her  came  none. 

In  her  own  breast  she  locked  her  grief 

Strong  in  her  native  pride, 
She  was  too  proud  to  ask  relief. 

Though  thus  severely  tried. 

Across  the  mountain  she  had  one 

Dear  relative  and  true, 
A  man  who  would  refuse  to  none 

A  kindness  he  could  do. 

Love  for  her  child  now  bade  her  claim 

Help  from  that  kindly  hand — 
For  his  sake  stir  the  generous  Hume 

She  trusted  to  command. 

And  of  necessity  she  must 

Make  known  to  him  her  case, 
And  strengthened  in  her  hope  and  trust 

She  sought  his  dwelling-place. 

Dressed  in  her  Sunday  clothes,  her  hest, 

A  comely  form  she  made  ; 
And  with  her  hoy  wrapped  in  her  breast, 

The  ten-mile  walk'  essayed. 
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Her  heart  was  light  with  love  and  hope, 

As  on  she  sped  her  way, 
And  crooned  betimes  those  simple  rhymes 

Of  childhood's  minstrelsy. 

Clear  was  the  morning's  dawn,  but  ere 
She  gained  the  mountain's  height, 

More  chilly  blew  the  northern  air, 
And  dark  clouds  hove  in  sight  ! 

Scarce  half  the  journey  had  she  passed, 

Yet  on  she  bravely  pressed, 
More  tightly  held  her  darling  fast 

Safe  sheltered  on  her  breast. 

Now  blacker  clouds  the  sky  o'erspread, 

And  drifting  snowflakes  fell, 
And  on  her  heart  there  came  a  dread 

She  could  not  wholly  quell. 

And  though,  the  mountain's  summit  gained, 

Her  hopes  revived  at  length, 
She  knew  not  how  the  climb  had  drained 

The  fountain  of  her  strength  ! 

Alone  upon  that  highland  road, 

By  gathering  ills  beset, 
And  from  her  relative's  abode 

Far  distant  was  she  yet  ! 

No  wayfarer  with  manly  form 

Kind  fortune  thither  led, 
To  guide  her  safely  through  the  storm 

That  tilled  her  now  with  dread. 
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That  filled  her  mind  with  dread,  for  lo  ! 

The  cold,  bleak  mountain  way, 
Was  covered  thick  with  drifted  snow, 

Her  feet  might  go  astray  ! 

Small  chance  there  was  for  her  to  reach 

The  cottage  of  her  friend, 
And  pangs  too  deep  for  human  speech 

Her  beating  heart  did  rend. 

Now  centred  in  her  child  was  all 

Her  loving  thought  and  care, 
If  she  perchance  a  victim  fall, 

Him,  God  in  mercy  spare  ! 

Where  hung  an  overarching  rock 

That  rose  abrupt  and  wild, 
Close  underneath  a  granite  block 

She  huddled  with  her  child. 

And  ere  his  young  life's  heat  were  gone, 

(Oh,  love  sublime,  profound  !) 
She  doffed  her  garments  one  by  one, 

And  wrapped  him  round  and  round  ! 

Then  in  a  rocky  crevice  near 

The  boy  she  safely  placed, 
And  sheltered  from  the  storm  severe 

That  swept  the  trackless  waste. 


Some  shepherds  on  the  morrow  found 
The  child  secure  and  warm, 

And  close  beside  him  on  the  ground 
The  woman's  lifeless  form  ! 
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Cold  as  the  granite  stone  she  lay, 
The  stoutest  heart  to  move, 

And  turning  from  that  scene  we  say, 
Such  was  a  mother's  love  ! 


THE  JOYS  OF   FRIENDSHIP  AND   OF  POESY 


WELCOME,  my  friends,  my  comrades  dear 
To  wholesome  fare  and  love  sincere, 
And  joys  that  still  will  draw  you  here 

Though  foul  or  fair  the  weather  ; 
Unsullied  may  those  joys  remain, 
And  ne'er  a  link — whate'er  the  strain — 
Prove  faulty  in  that  golden  chain 

That  binds  us  fast  together  ! 

When  summer  drew  our  hearts  away 
To  woodland  scene,  and  moorland  grey, 
Far-roaming  all  the  glorious  day 

The  hours  too  quickly  sped  ; 
Now  winter  wild  doth  sweep  the  land, 
Yet  we  have  pleasures  at  command, 
And  so  before  the  naming  brand 

Let  friendship's  fire  be  fed  ! 

Friendship  !  thou  joy  of  heavenly  birth, 
Who  yet  has  measured  all  thy  worth  ? 
In  times  of  grief,  in  times  of  mirth, 

How  potent  is  thy  spell  ! 
And  shall  we  not  account  them  wise 
Who  largely  draw  on  thy  supplies, 
And  pity  those  who  lightly  prize 

The  waters  of  thy  well  ! 
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Ne'er  may  that  idyll  lose  its  charm, 
But  keep  our  hearts  in  friendship  warm, 
And  cheer  us  in  each  life-alarm, 

When  Fortune's  smiles  are  gone  ! 
That  shows  the  prince  and  Jesse's  son 
By  mutual  attraction  won, 
Twin  names,  and  glorious  as  the  sun, 

David  and  Jonathan  ! 


And  let  the  story  still  be  told 
Of  Damon  wise  and  Pythias  bold, 
Whose  proofs  of  friendship  to  behold 

Did  e'en  a  tyrant  awe  ! 
Such  love  as  bound  the  Hebrew  twain, 
Such  love  as  did  the  Greeks  maintain. 
Did  our  most  noble  Bentinck  gain 

From  William  of  Nassau. 


Hail,  once  again,  thou  heavenly  boon  ! 
We  greet  at  morn,  and  bless  at  noon, 
While  in  the  evening  hours  we  croon 

(As  now  we  do)  thy  praises  ! 
How  sacred  to  thy  name  we  hold 
Our  childhood's  friends,  and  days  of  old, 
When,  hand  in  hand,  we  searched  the  wold 

For  buttercups  and  daisies  ! 


Now  with  our  simple  meal  content, 
And  each  on  worthy  purpose  bent, 
We'll  feed  the  mind  with  nourishment 
By  interchange  of  thought ; 
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And  while  the  poet's  page  we  turn, 
0,  may  our  hearts  with  pleasure  burn, 
And  for  that  inspiration  yearn 
By  which  true  work  is  wrought. 


Shall  Shakespeare  our  attention  hind  ? 
(For  he  demands  the  thoughtful  mind) 
Sure,  in  our  searchings  we  shall  find 

The  truth  in  his  apt  phrases  : 
Our  poet  seer  !  whose  subtle  ken 
Pierced  through  the  very  souls  of  men, 
Who  traced  by  his  immortal  pen 

Our  life  in  all  its  phases  ! 


Let  Milton  strike  the  sounding  chords  ! 
And  tell  of  heaven's  rebellious  lords, 
How  Abdiel  with  his  burning  words 

The  fallen  host  arraigned  ; . 
How  man  from  Eden  blest  was  driven, 
And  trembled  'neath  the  frown  of  heaven, 
Until  that  law-black  cloud  was  riven 

And  Paradise  regained  ! 


Come,  Dryden,  vigorous  in  song, 

And  urge  life's  sluggish  stream  along, 
Come,  Addison,  with  vision  strong, 

Yon  "spangled  heavens"  sweep  ! 
While  Gray,  with  all  the  preacher's  air, 
In  language  eloquent  ami  rare, 
Dwells  on  those  time-worn  symbols  where 

"  Tin1  rude  forefathers  sleep  !  " 
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Let  Scott  remind  us  of  the  day 
When,  poring  o'er  the  wondrous  lay 
Of  border  wars  and  chivalry, 

The  page  with  glory  shone  ! 
When  "  Marmion  "  did  so  evoke 
Our  martial  flame,  such  zeal  provoke, 
That  out  the  exclamation  broke 

Aloud  "  On,  Stanley,  on  !  " 


Now  Thompson,  with  description  bold, 
Awhile  doth  our  attention  hold  ; 
And  as  "  The  seasons  "  fair  unfold 

Our  eyes  with  pleasure  beam  ; 
And  Campbell's  ever  welcome  lyre 
Shall  rouse  our  patriotic  fire  ; 
And  once  again  our  hearts  inspire 

With  Hope's  eternal  theme  ! 


0  gifted,  but  unstable  Burns  ! 
To  thee  the  heart  unfailing  turns 
Who  o'er  the  mountain  daisy  yearns, 

And  so  prophetic  sings  ! 
By  thee,  unerring,  we  are  led 
To  where  the  "  big  ha  "  Bible's  read, 
To  scenes  from  which  thou  well  hast  said 

Old  Scotia's  grandeur  springs  ! 


"  Land  of  brown  heath  and  shaggy  wood,' 
Where  the  immortal  Bruce  withstood 
The  rush  of  the  invading  flood, 
Where  "  Scots  wi'  Wallace  bled," 
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How  small  thou  art  for  such  a  fame  ! 
Here  Nicoll  got  his  honoured  name, 
Here  woke  the  Ettrick  shepherd's  flame, 
Here  Tannahill  was  bred  ! 


Though  Tennysonian  fields  invite 
With  promise  of  a  rare  delight, 
Let  other  sources  yield  to-night, 

Variety  and  change  ; 
Yet  must  one  favourite  be  read, 
While,  by  imagination  led, 
We  compass  with  a  stealthy  tread 

"  The  lonely,  moated  grange  !  " 


Let  Crabbe,  who  probes  the  human  sore, 
Draw  on  our  sympathetic  store  ; 
Let  Cowper  charm  us  as  of  yore 

With  treasures  of  his  pen  ; 
Just  reach  the  precious  volume  down, 
And  read  that  lyric  of  renown, 
Which  tells  how  Kempenfelt  went  down 

"  With  twice  four  hundred  men  !  " 


Three  cheers  for  Britain's  ,k  hearts  of  oak." 
Who  ne'er  in  vain  the  Muse  invoke 
To  nerve  the  arm  for  mighty  stroke, 

Or  fan  the  love  of  duty  ! 
Ne'er  shall  their  glory  know  eclipse, 
Who  nobly  man  our  gallant  ships. 
While  praise  becomes  a  maiden's  lips 

For  forms  of  "manliest  beauty  !  " 
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Oh,  generous-hearted  Hood  whose  song 
Did  voice  the  lonely  toiler's  wrong  ; 
And  mourned  the  beautiful  and  young 

By  sin  and  shame  undone  ! 
Thy  lighter  vein  doth  more  befit 
Our  present  mood,  and  loth  we  quit 
Thy  flow  of  fun,  thy  flash  of  wit, 

The  inimitable  pun  ! 


With  joy  we  list  to  Wordsworth's  strain, 
Bid  tender  Goldsmith  praise  again 
The  "  loveliest  village  of  the  plain  " 

With  all  its  rural  charms  ; 
And  while,  in  dialectic  tongue 
(Roaming  his  flowery  fields  among), 
Dorset's  divine  awakes  to  song 

Tlic  heart  with  pleasure  warms. 


Lo  now  from  o'er  the  western  wave 
Come  claims  that  our  attention  crave. 
If  these  aside  we  now  must  waive 

Yet  expectation  keen 
Will  hail  the  night  we  must  devote 
To  Whittier's  impassioned  note, 
And  give  the  ear  to  him  who  wrote 

The  sweet  "  Evangeline  !  " 


Blest  ye,  who  with  environment 
Of  peaceful  scenes,  your  leisure  lent 
To  voice  the  joys  of  sweet  content 
In  some  harmonious  strain  ! 


THE  JOYS  OF  FRIENDSHIP  AND  OF  POESY    169 

Hail  ye  !  who,  having  bread  to  win, 
Yet  mused,  till  burned  the  fire  within, 
So  toiled  and  sung  'midst  earthly  din 
A  Waugh,  a  Prince,  a  Swain  ! 


Honour  to  those  whose  songs  have  spread 

The  patriotic  flame,  or  fed 

With  hope  the  emigrant,  whose  tread 

Rang  through  the  forest  drear  ! 
Which  wakened  men  to  those  pursuits 
That  win  from  toil  its  richest  fruits, 
So  Labour's  ranks  with  young  recruits 

Were  swelled  by  "  Cheer,  boys,  cheer  !  " 


Though  Clare's  sad  story  brings  the  sigh, 
We  may  not  pass  unheeded  by 
Those  notes  of  truest  minstrelsy 

Inviting  us  to  linger  ; 
Oh,  soul  with  love  of  beauty  flushed, 
Oh,  plaintive  voice  so  sternly  hushed, 
The  hand  of  Care  untimely  crushed 

Northampton's  peasant  singer  ! 


Ere  to  a  close  our  talk  we  bring 
And  ere  the  friendly  hand  we  wring, 
We  fain  would  hear  our  Bloomfield  sing, 

And  catch  the  voice  of  Gay  ; 
The  hour's  advanced,  yet  we  must  meet 
The  Muse  in  Flora's  Loved  retreat, 
And  own  our  joy  well-nigh  complete 

With  Shenstone's  closing  lay  ! 


THE    AWAKENING 

Welcome,  welcome,  joyous  spring  ! 
Expectation's  on  the  wing, 
Life  o'er  death  is  triumphing. 

Subject  of  inspired  sages, 

Theme  of  bards  through  all  the  ages, 

Lighting  up  their  brightest  pages  ! 

Sure  as  o'er  the  fields  unfrosted 
Is  thy  fairy  form  accosted, 
Theme  thou  shalt  be  unexhausted  ! 

Most  indulgent  mother  earth 
Brings  again  to  happy  birth 
Floral  gems  of  rarest  worth. 

Where  a  little  seed  did  fall 
In  a  crevice  of  the  wall, 
See,  the  grassy  pendants  fall  ! 

O'er  the  hedgerows  dark  and  drear, 
Lo,  the  living  tips  appear — 
What  a  change  of  scene  is  near  ! 
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Throbbing  with  the  rising  sap, 
Buds  their  outer  bindings  snap, 
Soon  the  trees  their  hands  will  clap  ! 

O'er  the  lately  furrowed  field 
Mark  the  shining  blades  revealed, 
Spring  forecasting  autumn's  yield. 

Winter's  gone,  we've  sung  his  dirge, 
From  his  bondage  we  emerge, 
Lo,  on  summer's  realm  we  verge  ! 

Every  schoolboy's  lusty  throat 
Answers  to  the  cuckoo's  note, 
Hail  !  mysterious  bird  afloat. 

For  a  long  and  glorious  gush 

Of  sweet  song  in  morning's  blush, 

0,  commend  me  to  the  thrush  ! 

There  is  something  strangely  stirring 
In  its  notes  so  quick  recurring, 
An  excess  of  joy  inferring. 


What  abandonment  is  tilling 

Its  enthusiastic  trilling, 

"Quick  up  !  Quick  up  !  "     Well,  I'm  willing  ! 

Hear  the  prelude's  wakening  hum, 
Of  those  songs  a  countless  sum. 
Spring  is  coming  !     Let  her  come  ! 


MARCH 

MARCH  !  I  can  seldom  kindly  take  to  thee, 

So  bleak  and  bare  ; 
My  languid  vitals  shrink  from  thy  keen  air, 
So  stern,  unsociable  art  thou  to  me  ; 

I  do  not  care 
How  soon  thy  ruthless  sway  shall  cease  to  be, 

Whose  howlings  fill  the  air  ! 

I  hear  thee  whistling  through  the  leafless  boughs, 

The  creaking  oaks 
Attest  the  fury  of  thy  gusty  strokes, 
The  lordly  poplar  falls  before  thy  blows  ; 

In  vain  invokes 
The  voice  of  Pity,  thy  stern  visage  shows 
Thy  will  she  cannot  coax  ! 

Ye  young  precocious  buds,  take  heed,  take  heed, 

Do  not  unfold 
Your  fairy  forms,  to  perish  from  the  cold  ; 
Ye  myriad  stems  uprising  o'er  the  mead, 

Be  not  too  bold, 
Until  this  lion — now  with  rampant  speed — 

Shall  lamb-like  quit  the  wold  ! 
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Once  I  did  greet  thee  with  no  boding  thought, 

In  youth's  bright  day  : 
The  months  were  welcome  all,  when  blithe  and  gay, 
I  roamed  my  native  haunts,  and  cared  for  naught 

But  mirth  and  play  : 
The  years  in  me,  alas  !  a  change  have  wrought 

Of  failings  and  decay  ! 

April,  for  fickleness  so  long  renowned, 

More  welcome  thou  ! 
To  feel  thy  softer  breath  I'd  bare  my  brow, 
And  many  a  bird  in  brake  with  dulcet  sound 

Would  greet  thee  now  ; 
And  high  the  lark  would  soar  in  space  profound, 

Right  glad  at  heart,  I  trow  ! 

Nay  !  I  will  never  basely  speak  thee  ill, 

My  rousing  friend  ! 
With  whom  the  kinder  elements  do  blend. 
Beneath  thy  cold  exterior  and  chill 

There  lies  unkenned 
A  loving  heart,  which  lusty  life  doth  thrill, 

And  can  no  ill  portend  ! 


A    SONG    OF    FRIENDSHIP 

Tune,  "Ash  Grove" 

Still  dear  is  the  story 
To  son  and  sire  hoary, 
While  time  addeth  glory 

To  prince  and  to  friend. 
Names  love-linked  !  and  token 
Of  troth  never  broken, 
By  Honour  bespoken 

For  years  without  end  ! 

0  God,  deign  to  hear  us  ; 
When  danger  is  near  us, 
To  strengthen  and  cheer  us 
A  Jonathan  send  ! 

How  sad  was  their  meeting 
With  passionate  greeting  ! 
Each  noble  heart's  beating 
For  love  did  contend  : 
Rare  prince  !  so  love-smitten, 
With  name  as  deep-written 
In  heart  of  a  Briton 

As  Jew  ever  penned  ! 

Blest  friendship  !  undying, 
No  pleasure  denying, 
On  thee  still  relying 

Who  dares  to  offend  ! 
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To-day  and  to-morrow 
Hearts  burdened  with  sorrow 
Some  comfort  to  borrow 

Will  turn  to  a  friend. 
This  teeming  world  over, 
In  friend  and  in  lover, 
We  daily  discover 

How  kindred  souls  blend. 

Though  priceless  the  merit 
Of  gifts  we  inherit, 
Yet  spirit  to  spirit 

Its  choicest  doth  lend  ! 

By  fortune  forsaken, 
And  death-overtaken, 
Then  didst  thou  awaken, 
Oh,  harp  of  a  friend  ! 
Once  swept  by  the  finger 
Of  Judah's  sweet  singer, 
Thy  plaintive  notes  linger 
With  others  to  blend  : 

0  God,  deign  to  hear  us  : 
When  danger  is  near  us, 
To  strengthen  and  cheer  us 
A  Jonathan  send  ! 


A    SONG    OF    WELCOME 

Tune,  "  Men  of  Harlech" 

ONCE  again  each  other  greet  we, 
Comrades  !  with  what  feelings  meet  we  ! 
Bygone  hours  that  passed  so  sweetly 

Memory  doth  recall. 
Pleasant  thought's  a  treasure — 
Thought  of  well-won  leisure  ; 
Friendship's  worth  that  charms  the  earth 

No  mortal  mind  can  measure  ; 
Kindred  aspirations  bring  we, 
To  a  noble  purpose  cling  we, 
Then  aloud  our  greeting  sing  we — 

Welcome  !  one  and  all  ! 

Brotherhood's  extending  Order 
World-wide  yet  shall  push  its  border, 
And  each  day  be  a  recorder 

Of  some  evil's  fall ; 
Weld  the  bonds  together 
That  shall  stand  all  weather, 
Fortune  fair  or  foul  we  dare 

To  break  Love's  sacred  tether  ! 
Not  as  strangers,  no,  but  rather 
As  the  children  of  one  Father, 
With  His  blessing  we  foregather, 

Welcome  !  one  and  all  ! 
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Welcome  to  the  breezy  mountain, 

Cosy  dell  and  gushing  fountain, 

See  !  yon  lark  heaven's  blue  doth  mount  in  ! 

List !  to  waterfall. 
Smiling  face  of  Nature, 
Blest  be  every  feature  ! 
Thou  dost  shine  with  light  benign 

To  gladden  every  creature  ! 
Hearts  responsive,  true  and  willing, 
Honour's  mandates  all  fulfilling, 
With  thy  glory  thou  art  thrilling, 

Welcome  !  one  and  all  ! 

Every  floral  gem  that  raises 

Its  fair  form,  we'll  chant  its  praises, 

0,  ye  buttercups  and  daisies, 

Hearts  ye  still  enthrall  ! 
Land  of  brave  endeavour  ! 
Faith  and  Duty  never 
Shall  decay,  but  win  their  way 

In  Freedom's  home  for  ever  ; 
Prospering  blessings  Heaven  still  send  thee  ; 
And  the  joys  of  peace  attend  thee  ; 
To  thy  shrines  of  beauty  wend  we — 

Welcome  !  one  and  all  ! 
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"  By  some  strange  sympathy  of  heart 
(No  soul  can  grow  or  fade  alone), 
My  sisters'  and  my  brothers'  griefs 
Touch  me  as  if  they  were  my  own." 

C.  Allen  Clarke. 


The  sun  hath  crimsoned  all  the  west, 

Now  leaving  my  abode, 
I  seek  the  path  I  love  the  best — 

A  breezy  upland  road. 

To  me,  away  from  human  ken, 

It  hath  familiar  grown  ; 
For  we  have  thoughts  and  feelings  when 

We  love  to  be  alone. 

The  landscape  now  with  verdure  fair 

Day's  parting  rays  adorn  ; 
The  joy  of  spring  is  in  the  air, 

The  blossom's  on  the  thorn. 

The  springing  flowers,  the  birds  that  fill 
The  earth  with  sweetest  song, 

Shall  find  my  soul  responsive  still. 
Though  sad  o'er  human  wrong. 
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Ne'er  look  I  on  sweet  Flora's  face 

Without  some  blessed  gain, 
But  thinking  on  mankind's  disgrace, 

My  pleasure's  mixed  with  pain ! 

Here  I  have  rest  and  succour  found 

Amid  life's  toil  and  stress  ; 
And  from  my  weary  mind  unbound 

The  load  of  my  distress. 

The  busy  town  I  leave  behind, 

With  its  great  human  tide  ; 
Yet  shall  no  influence  unkind 

Its  life  from  mine  divide. 

The  victims  of  its  giddy  whirl, 

The  ale-sot  with  his  chums, 
And  every  pale-faced  boy  ami  girl 

Imprisoned  in  its  slums  ! 

Still  hold  me  with  a  sacred  tie, 

My  soul  perforce  must  feel, 
And  every  sorrow-ladened  eye 

Holds  mine  with  mute  appeal  ! 

Bone  of  my  bone,  flesh  of  my  flesh, 

Let  me  partake  their  cares, 
And  day  by  day  my  mind  refresh 

With  claims  true  kinship  bears. 

Here  I  have  mused  in  saddest  mood 

O'er  earth's  increasing  strife  ; 
And  pondered  o'er  in  solitude 

The  mysteries  of  life. 
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To  these  the  unbelievers  point, 

And  to  my  faith  reply — 
That  all  the  world  is  out  of  joint 

And  everything  awry. 

Two  thousand  years  the  world  has  known 

Of  Christian  teaching,  yet 
We  hear  the  cannon's  thunder-tone 

Of  hostile  armies  met  ! 

And  where  the  smoke  of  battle  curls 
"  Advance  !  "  the  order  saith, 

And  mortal  against  mortal  hurls 
The  implements  of  death  ! 

This  is  the  dread  arbitrament 

Called  forth  our  wrongs  to  right ! 

And  earth  submits,  and  is  content 
To  bear  the  awful  sight  ! 

Why  is  the  man  on  whom  a  wife 

And  helpless  babes  rely 
Struck  down  in  all  the  prime  of  life  ? 

And  echo  answers — "  Why  ?  " 

The  trembling  hand  in  darkness  gropes, 
The  heart  with  waiting  tires, 

And,  oh,  the  pain  of  blighted  hopes, 
And  unfulfilled  desires ! 

By  laudable  ambition  moved 

The  youth  calls  forth  his  powers, 

And  sees  the  morn  of  life  improved 
With  consecrated  hours. 
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Yet  though  the  sternest  task  he  dares 

And  meets  the  foe  unfeared  ; 
He  may  not  mount  the  golden  stairs 

His  noble  dreams  have  reared  ! 

Like  dove  that  mourns  its  stricken  mate 

By  cruel  shot  laid  low, 
This  night  some  heart  must  grieve,  which  late 

Did  its  first  love  bestow. 

Oh,  thoughts  that  cut  us  like  a  knife 
Which  these  earth  partings  bring  ! 

Life  without  hope  of  future  life 
Is  sure  a  mocking  thing  ! 

And  what  shall  comfort  one's  poor  heart 

Save  hope  divinely  sweet  ? 
That  we  shall  yet,  though  now  we  part, 

Some  time  and  somewhere  meet ! 

Oh,  may  my  faith  grow  stronger  still, 

As  days  and  years  depart, 
In  one  First  Cause,  one  Sovereign  Will, 

And  one  Great  Father's  heart  ! 

The  problems  of  our  life  complex 

Shall  find  solution  yet ; 
And  questions  that  now  chafe  and  vex 

Shall  be  with  answer  met. 

Still  be  my  purpose  and  regard 

To  hold  by  right  alone. 
Till  I  come  to  that  "Afterward" 

When  all  things  shall  be  known. 
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Let  the  conviction  stay  my  mind 

That  God  for  all  men  cares, 
And  that  the  upright  man  shall  find 

His  day  of  answered  prayers. 

For  high  above  the  wail  of  doubt 

I  hear  a  song  upborne, 
And  through  earth's  mist  that  hangs  about 

I  see  the  fairer  morn  ! 

As  more  and  more  the  heart  of  man 

Is  stirred  by  human  needs, 
Looks  more  to  daily  duties  than 

To  jargon  of  the  creeds. 

Nor  hears  unmoved  the  children's  plaint, 
Nor  shuns  their  eager  glance, 

Who  cry  from  dens  of  evil  taint 
"  Give  us  a  chance  !  a  chance  !  " 

And  to  our  inmost  consciousness 
This  knowledge  is  disclosed, 

That  half  the  ills  that  life  oppress 
Are  evils  self-imposed. 

One  thoughtless  wrong  to  Nature's  laws 
May  leave  a  life-long  smart, 

One  foolish  act  may  be  the  cause 
Of  many  a  broken  heart ! 

Still  speaks  that  inward  voice  to  me, 
And  bids  my  doubtings  cease — 

"Who  wins  the  highest  purity 
Shall  know  the  deepest  peace. 


BY    THE    ROACH    RIVER 

Oft  by  the  Roach  river 
I  strayed  in  my  youth, 
And  still  the  Roach  river 

Lives  with  me,  in  truth  ; 
I  still  see  it  winding 

By  fancy  outlined, 
Its  scenes  ever  finding 

A  place  in  the  mind. 

Unthought  of  life's  battle, 

Its  loss  or  reward, 
While  tending  the  cattle 

I  lay  on  the  sward  ; 
And  there  would  I  linger 

As,  upward  it  soared, 
The  full-throated  singer 

Its  gladness  outpoured  ! 


Or,  perhaps  (if  not  sleeping) 
By  trifles  engrossed, 

From  stone  to  stone  leaping. 
The  river  I  crossed  : 
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"Whose  flow  was  pacific, 
Save  when  in  the  flood, 

Its  rush  then  terrific 

Did  thrill  my  young  blood  ! 


By  rugged  banks  gliding 

It  uttered  its  moan, 
Where  once  lay  in  hiding 

The  Earl  of  Tyrone  ; 
Then,  true  as  Time's  symbol, 

It  sped  on  its  way, 
And  hastened  round  Crimble, 

The  scene  of  my  play. 


Fair  Flora's  first  comer 

I  hailed  on  its  brim  ; 
There  lingered  in  summer 

Till  daylight  grew  dim  : 
The  friend  and  the  lover 

Its  scenes  would  invite. 
When  Luna  shed  over 

The  charm  of  her  light. 


Its  course  would  I  follow 

Close  under  the  hill, 
Where  this  "  sleepy  hollow  " 

Is  woke  by  a  mill  ; 
Near  which  lived  a  maiden 

Who  wrought  at  the  loom, 
My  Muse,  sorrow-laden, 

Must  tell  of  her  doom  ! 
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In  flood  was  the  river, 

And  dark  was  the  night ; 
(The  thought  makes  me  shiver 

Even  now  as  I  write). 
The  maid  home  returning 

Drew  near  to  the  tide, 
Her  mother's  lamp  burning 

Shone  on  the  far  side. 


Awaiting  her  daughter 

The  bridge  she  stood  near, 
That  spanned  the  black  water 

Which  wrought  in  her  fear 
Confined  in  the  passage 

It  raved  to  be  free, 
As  bearing  some  message 

Of  wrath  to  the  sea. 


Alas,  for  the  mother  ! 

Alas,  for  the  maid  ! 
One  false  step,  another, 

And  she  is  past  aid  ! 
One  shriek  rose  heart-rending, 

And  startled  the  air, 
The  mother's  voice  lending 

Its  cry  of  despair  ! 


Where  was  the  maid  borne  to  ? 

Ask  mystery  profound  ! 
The  fact  may  be  sworn  to 

She  never  was  found  ! 
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Her  grief  we  touch  lightly 

Whose  home  was  thus  marred  ; 

Her  door  was  left  nightly 
Unlocked  and  unbarred  ! 

Thus  dear  forms  of  beauty 

Are  torn  from  our  sight, 
From  love  and  from  duty, 

And  scenes  of  delight  ; 
Our  cross  then — what  fitter  ? — 

We  bravely  take  up, 
The  sweet  and  the  bitter 

We  find  in  life's  cup  ! 


ROBIN    COMES   ON   THE   WASHING-DAY 

Monday  is  eaur  weshin'  day, 

Aw  mun  stir  mi  legs  ! 
Put  the  lines  an  props  away, 

Gether  up  the  pegs  ; 
Wesh  up  taythings,  an'  then  make 

Everything  look  breet — 
Everything  includes  misel — 

Robin  comes  to-neet  ! 

What  a  grand  day  it  has  bin, 

See  me  fairly  skip  ! 
Bring  yon  burne  o'  clooas  in, 

0  as  white  as  nip  ! 
Four  big  blankets  extra,  too, 

An'  not  one  bit  weet, 
Yet  aw've  lots  o'  things  to  do, 

Robin  conies  to-neet  ! 

Once,  aw  know  my  fayther  said — 

Though  he  spoke  i'  fun — 
Monday-weshers  olez  gei 

Oathei-  wind  or  sun  ! 
Aw  gt'ct  up  this  mornin1  when 

It  wur  comin*  leet, 
An  aw've  worked  sonic  hard,  but  then, 

Robin  comes  to-neet  ! 
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Now  aw  think  aw've  welly  done, 

Things  look  sumraat  like  ! 
"Who  is  yon  comes  up  the  lone 

Down  by  Darley's  Dyke  ? 
Well,  aw  clunnot  care  a  hep, 

Tho'  aw  am  a  seet ! 
Eh,  but  he's  a  monly  step  ! 

Robin's  come  to-neet ! 


MIGNONETTE 

Delightful  mignonette ! 
On  thee  my  heart  is  set, 

The  morning  air 
Is  filled  with  thy  perfume, 
October-lingering  bloom, 

So  sweet  and  fair. 


Charming  to  sense  of  smell, 
Graceful  in  form  as  well. 

A  priceless  dower  ! 
Warm  is  the  generous  flame 
Awakened  by  thy  name, 

Thou  precious  ilower  ! 


Unworthily  I  siii^- 

Thy  praise,  yet  would  1  bring 

A  tribute  meet  : 
The  pleasure  thou  hast  brought 
Into  my  life  and  thoughl 

Is  passing  sweet. 
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While  yet  the  year  was  young 
The  violet  upsprung 

With  sweetest  breath  ; 
Thou,  as  the  year  grows  grey, 
Shedd'st  glory  on  its  way, 

Ere  struck  by  death  ! 

The  garden  thou  hast  graced 
At  early  dawn  I've  paced, 

And  gloaming  grey  ; 
Watching  thy  form  expand, 
Tending  with  loving  hand 

The  fragrant  spray. 

Blest  every  bygone  hour, 
Charmed  with  thy  mystic  power, 

And  presence  dear  : 
Sweet  object  of  my  care, 
There's  mischief  in  the  air, 

I  fear,  I  fear  ! 

Low  thy  companions  lie, 
The  unpropitious  sky 

Hath  laid  them  waste  ; 
They  lived  their  joyous  day, 
All  bright  in  beauty's  ray, 

So  calm  and  chaste  ! 

A  sturdier  plant  than  them, 
Erect  thy  floral  stem 

I  still  behold  ; 
Though  by  the  wild  winds  tossed, 
And  nights  of  hoary  frost, 

Nip  thee  with  cold. 
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And,  lo  !  the  wintry  blast 
Is  coming  fierce  and  fast, 

Thy  time  is  brief  ; 
Ere  thou  hast  passed  from  view 
I  bid  thee  my  adieu, 

With  heart-felt  grief  ! 


AMONG   THE   HEATHER 

ONLY  a  tuft  of  heather  !  true, 

But  with  its  bloom  of  purple  hue, 

The  joy  of  moorland,  and  the  pride 

Of  many  a  pleasant  country-side  ; 

Swayed  by  the  winds  of  heaven,  or  pressed 

Aside  by  grouse's  feather  ; 

I  pin  a  sprig  upon  my  breast, 

Thou  bonny  tuft  of  heather  ! 

Emblem  of  friendship's  constant  flame, 
Through  changing  seasons  still  the  same, 
When  howling  winter  storms  the  land 
Or  summer  waves  her  magic  wand, 
True  to  the  earth  which  gave  thee  birth, 
Ye  fondly  cling  together  ; 
Brave,  sturdy  plant,  thy  praise  I  chant. 
Hail  !  bonny  tuft  of  heather. 

0,  pity  those  in  city  pent, 

This  freshening  breeze  and  floral  scent 

Denied,  where  saddening  scenes  abound 

They  pass  their  lives'  dull  weary  round, 

Lone  toilers  in  your  poisoned  rooms, 

Held  there  by  duty's  tether  ; 

Would  that  with  me  ye  now  might  be 

Among  these  tufts  of  heather  ! 
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Upon  this  knoll  I  sit  awhile, 

And  fondly  gaze  on  Nature's  smile, 

The  while  my  heaving  breast  doth  tell 

That  I  have  felt  her  potent  spell  ; 

0,  fly  your  stifling  music-halls 

And  pot-house  altogether ! 

Come  feel  the  glow  that  now  I  know 

Among  these  tufts  of  heather  ! 

Oft  have  I  trod  this  moorland  wild 
When  spring  hath  shed  its  influence  mild, 
Or  lingered  in  the  summer  hours, 
Now  tempt  ye  autumn's  purple  flowers. 
Come  soon  or  late,  new  pleasures  still 
I  find,  whate'er  the  weather  : 
The  closing  day  forbids  my  stay, 
Farewell,  ye  tufts  of  heather  ! 
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THE   DEATH   OF   CHANTICLEER 

LINES   IN   ACKNOWLEDGMENT   OF   A   CHRISTMAS 

GIFT 

ALAS,  for  poor  chanticleer  ! 

That  heralded  morn  with  his  call ; 
He  gives  us  his  last  good-cheer, 

The  last  and  the  best  of  them  all  ! 

A  lover  of  music  born, 

One  song  with  him  never  grew  old, 
And  that  was,  "  Hail  !  smiling  morn, 

My  bill  shall  be  tip't  with  mould  !  " 

For  ill-health  he  ne'er  laid  a  cause, 
Nor  did  he  life's  morning  abuse  ; 

Well  pleased,  early  bird  that  he  was, 
When  Nature  he  felt  had  her  deivs. 

Of  honour  he  had  the  true  germ, 
Bore  meekness  on  dignity's  wing  ; 

For,  while  he  would  stoop  to  a  worm, 
He  walked  with  the  step  of  a  king. 

Though  you  are  so  worthy  a  friend, 
Your  act,  sir,  I  would  have  forbidden, 

Which  brought  such  a  reign  to  an  end, 
For  he  was  the  "  cock-o'-the-midden." 
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He  was  a  fine  warrior,  too, 

His  might  on  the  foe  he  could  fling  ; 

When  charging  the  centre,  you  knew 

He  would  smite  with  both  right  and  left  wing. 

He  never  turned  tail  to  the  foe, 

(That  would  the  white  feather  imply), 

But  quick  and  direct  was  his  blow, 

Which  showed  that  he'd  white  in  his  eye. 

So  terrible  was  he  in  war 

To  those  who  opposed  his  advance, 
That  with  him  as  their  "  evil  star  " 

They  had  not  the  skirt  of  a  chance. 

No  wonder  the  martial  sphere 

Held  o'er  him  a  wondrous  spell — 
The  sound  that  first  fell  on  his  ear, 

Was  the  sound  of  a  bursting  shell  ! 

A  thorough  commander,  and  so 

He  ne'er  would  at  half  measures  stop, 

No  quarter  he  gave  to  the  foe, 

But  he'd  out  with  him,  "  neck  and  crop." 

He  was  not  a  boasting  bird, 

Never  crew  out  of  mere  display. 
And  ne'er  by  his  manner  declared 

"  I  am  monarch  of  all  I  survey." 

Yet  many  their  homage  did  pay, 

And  gave  their  affection  to  boot, 
And  chuckled  to  hear  him  say, 

"  I  am  lord  of  the  fowl  and  the  poot." 
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His  tail  was  of  Tory  hue, 

Though  his  head  bore  the  Radical  scroll ; 
He  knew  the  political  cue, 

And  always  stood  head  of  the  pole. 

And  yet  his  political  lore 

Was  not  so  extensive,  you  know. 

His  speech,  when  the  clapping  was  o'er, 
Was  just  "  Cock-a-la-ra-crow  !  " 

And  this  is  the  feeling  no  doubt — 
When  most  noble  candidates  win — 

"  I  am  glad  my  opponent  is  out  ; 
At  least,  I  am  proud  I  am  in  ! " 

No  language  high-flown  he'd  essay, 
Nor  show  much  debating  skill, 

And  yet  in  a  wonderful  way 

He  could  push  the  strong  point  of  a  bill. 

Much  cackle,  or  wearisome  talk, 
Was  to  him  an  experience  bitter, 

For,  though  he  was  "  cock-o'-the-walk," 
He  stood  very  low  as  a  sitter  ! 

Dissension  that  house  seldom  wrenches 
Where  no  one  is  left  in  the  lurch, 

Where  there's  no  opposition  benches, 
And  only  one  treasury  perch. 

He  was  of  a  social  turn, 

His  absence  will  many  bewail, 

To  tickle  the  guests  in  his  turn 
He  ne'er  was  behind  with  a  tail  I 
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And  yet  his  vivacity's  ray 

But  gilded  anxiety's  crown  ; 
For  beneath  all  his  feathers  so  gay 

He  always  felt  (something  like)  down. 

He  was  a  most  wandering  bird, 

Content  if  he  had  but  one  mate, 
By  danger  and  threat  undeterred, 

He  travelled  all  o'er  the  estate. 

His  love  for  the  furrows  was  great 

(Though  the  farmer  cried,  "  Out,  you  limb  !  "), 
And  ne'er  did  a  three-barred  gate 

Prove  aught  of  a  bar  to  him  ! 

Though  seldom  found  off  the  alert, 

If  suddenly  caught  in  a  fix, 
He  would  fly  o'er  the  hedge  at  a  spurt, 

Or  quickly  would  dash  through  the  quicks. 

The  face  of  the  farmer  grew  red 

(And  the  fair  face  of  heaven  was  blue), 

But  light  was  that  lithe  cock's  tread, 

"  You  are  done  !  "  was  the  crow  that  he  crew. 

Said  Giles,  then  a-gasping  for  "  breath  " 

(The  bird  did  him  sorely  annoy), 
"  That  cock  has  just  run  me  to  death, 

And  gin  I  mun  doy,  I  mun  doy  !  " 

He  oft  roused  the  gardener's  wrath — 

And  that  he  could  do  in  a  minute. 
That  plot  by  the  garden  path — 

It  was  there  that  he  "  put  his  foot  in  it." 
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The  vengeance  of  poor  old  Mike 

Gathered  force  at  the  toe  of  his  boot, 

His  cuttings  would  all  of  them  strike, 
And  the  trees  were  beginning  to  shoot. 

"  This  nice  row  of  marrowfat  peas 
That  lord  of  the  roost  means  to  lop  ! 

If  he  does  do,  my  name  is  not  Rees, 
If  I  do  not  settle  his  crop  !  " 

Though  calling  a  spade  a  spade, 

Good  language  Mike  would  not  exceed, 

Yet  mad  was  his  old  heart  made 
To  see  the  bird  "  running  to  seed." 

The  way  to  the  kitchen  he'd  learned, 
And  acted  as  Mary's  surpriser — 

Dear  Mary,  where  temper's  concerned, 
She  must  rank  as  an  early  riser  ! 

Though  born  and  brought  up  on  the  spot, 
And  wanting  a  lunch  he  went  home  for't, 

Yet,  though  the  cold  shoulder  he  got, 
He  got  not  a  crumb  of  comfort. 

So  stretching  his  wings  to  the  tip, 

He  sounded  defiance  free  ; 
Mary  answered  with  curl  of  the  lip, 

"  How  dare  you,  sir,  crow  over  me  !  " 

But  Mike  he  will  trouble  no  more, 
Nor  the  farmer's  attention  divide, 

And  Mary  can  look  on  her  floor 
With  feelings  of  safety  and  pride. 
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He  has  left  us  a  name  behind 

That  ne'er  turned  a  redbreast  pale, 

"  Point  a  moral,"  or  what  we've  a  mind, 
Never  more  he'll  adorn  a  rail  ! 


SPARKS    FROM    THE   YULE-LOG 

Welcome,  welcome  Christmas  here, 
Hail  him  with  a  lusty  cheer  ; 

Bounty,  spread  thy  rule  wide  ; 
With  good  wishes  friend  greet  friend. 
While  the  creaking  tables  bend 

With  the  wealth  of  Yule-tide  ! 

There  are  some  hearts  must  be  sad, 
Yet  let  those  who  can  be  glad  ; 

Let  the  merry  laughter 
(While  the  joke  and  pun  go  round, 
And  our  spirits  are  unbound) 

Ring  along  the  rafter. 

Where  the  mistletoe  looks  down 
Eyes  look  up,  both  blue  and  brown, 

Owned  by  winsome  misses  ; 
Rosy  lips  their  joys  dispense — 
Give  and  take  without  offence, 

Here's  free  trade  in  kisses  ! 

From  suspicion  clear  the  brow, 
Draw  a  little  closer  now, 

Let  us  look  each  other 
In  the  face  with  look  benign, 
Say  "  If  thy  heart  be  as  mine, 

Where's  thy  hand,  my  brother  ?  " 
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Let  old  grudges  be  forgot, 
Friendship's  fire  should  now  he  hot — 

When  the  weather's  colder  ; 
Masters,  settle  with  your  men 
Little  differences  again, 

Shoulder  put  to  shoulder. 

Mercy,  take  thy  clothing  warm, 
And  Benevolence,  the  charm 

Of  thy  smiling  features, 
Up  the  courts  and  alleys  dim, 
Cheer  the  hearts  of  Meg  and  Jim, 

Suffering  fellow-creatures. 
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There  is  many  a  weakly  form 
That  might  safely  meet  the  storm 

With  another  fold  on  ; 
Oh,  there's  sovereign  cures  for  ills 
Other  than  December  chills, 

Remedies  all  golden  ! 

Hearts  embittered,  do  not  fret, 
Love  shall  be  the  ruler  yet, 

Wider  grows  her  border  ; 
Kinder  thoughts  shall  come  to  birth, 
And  the  love  of  "  Peace  on  earth  " 

Shall  become  the  order. 

Look  again,  sad  pessimist, 
See  beyond  this  wintry  mist, 

"  There's  a  good  time  coming," 
Sure  as  flowers  pul  on  their  grace, 
And  the  bees  from  place  to  place, 

Flit  about  them  humming. 
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Listen,  brother,  you  may  hear 
Angels  in  the  upper  sphere 

Swell  the  "  Good-will  "  chorus  ; 
Think  not,  in  the  ages  gone 
Once  they  sang  it,  then  had  done — 

Still  they  chant  it  o'er  us. 


THIS    GLORIOUS    BREAK    IN    LIFE 

Thrice  blessed  time  !  with  merry  chime 

The  bells  thy  advent  greet  ! 
Whose  fame  the  bards  with  endless  rhyme 

Have  sung  in  cadence  sweet ; 
Season  with  love  and  pleasure  rife, 

When  hearts  and  feet  are  lightest, 
Of  all  the  pleasant  breaks  in  life 

Thou  art  to  us  the  brightest. 

For  thou  hast  never  failed  us  yet 

With  largess  of  "  good  will," 
But  helped  us  ever  to  forget 

The  true  or  fancied  ill  ; 
The  while  we  sit  'mid  flow  of  wit, 

Of  song  and  happy  story, 
Life's  dull  horizon  gleams  again 

With  optimistic  glory  ! 

The  time  when  suffering  childhood's  plaint 

Our  sympathy  outdraws, 
For  those  who  know  no  greater  saint 

Than  good  old  Santa  Claus  ; 
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What  wonder  sleep  forsakes  their  eyes 
Still  waiting  for  his  knocking  ? 

"What  joy  to  see  their  glad  surprise 
When  emptying  the  stocking  ! 


And  where  is  he  who  answers  not 

To  Yule-tide's  generous  call, 
For  those  whom  sad  misfortune's  lot 

Has  pushed  against  the  wall  ? 
The  human  heart  is  active  still 

When  touched  with  God-like  pity, 
And  sends  a  blessed  Christinas  thrill 

Through  slum-life  of  the  city. 


What  wealth  of  sympathy  is  stored 

Upon  the  postman's  back  ! 
What  victories  of  love  are  scored 

Within  that  pregnant  pack  ! 
If  life  has  sores  the  heart  deplores, 

It  hath  its  blessed  healings, 
O'er  all  good  things  old  Christmas  brings 

Are  kindly  human  feelings. 


Then  hang  aloft  the  mistletoe, 

Beneath  whose  mystic  leaf 
Old  custom  claims  and  never  shames 

Those  pledges  all  too  brief  : 
And  deck  with  bay  and  holly  gay 

That  spot  to  us  the  nearest  ; 
Of  all  the  hallowed  meetings  there 

Old  Christmas  owns  the  dearest. 
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Still  visions  of  the  festive  scene 

Of  bygone  years  are  bright, 
And  thoughts  of  all  the  "  might  have  been  " 

Emotions  strong  excite  ; 
And  vanished  forms  the  pleasing  sense 

Recalls  to  their  old  places  ; 
While  on  us  beam  with  kindly  gleam 

The  old  familiar  faces. 

Then  may  our  mirth  aye  find  its  birth 

In  high  and  noble  living  ; 
Our  generous  deed  for  human  need 

Be  Love's  divine  alms-giving  ; 
Our  faith  be  strong  to  look  ahead 

With  vision  realistic, 
And  things  unseen  be  held  as  keen 

As  things  materialistic. 

Hail  !  glorious  break  in  life  that  claims 

Our  retrospective  glances, 
And  cheers  us  on  to  those  high  aims 

That  moral  good  enhances  ; 
While  hoping  for  a  better  state, 

Not  undesired  we  find  this, 
When  Christmastide  is  well  supplied 

With  milk  of  human-kindness  ! 


LIGHT    AND    SHADOW 

A   CHRISTMAS   REVERIE 

SEASON  of  mirth  and  song, 
And  ever-growing  fame  ; 
What  joys  to  thee  belong, 
What  magic  in  thy  name  ! 
At  thy  return  the  heart  responds 
To  all  the  claims  of  social  bonds. 

Again  doth  holly  grace 

The  old  ancestral  hall, 
And  finds  a  fitting  place 
On  cottar's  humble  wall  ; 
While  Cupid  bends  his  quivering  bow 
Where  hangs  the  mystic  mistletoe. 

Ring  out,  0  childish  gleei! 
And,  baby-faces,  gleam 
With  all  the  witchery 
Of  a  celestial  beam  ; 
Enthroned  in  hearts,  'mid  hallowed  scenes, 
Our  children  reign  as  kings  and  queens  ! 
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Now  in  the  cosy  light 

Foregather  aged  men, 
In  pleasant  "  yarns  "  they  "  fight 
Their  battles  o'er  again." 
Affection,  too,  doth  fondly  twine 
The  fadeless  leaf  for  "  auld  lang  syne." 

Apart  from  boisterous  fun, 
We  mark  a  pensive  face, 
Lit  by  love's  radiant  sun, 
The  charm  of  matron  grace  ; 
Ah,  sacred  thoughts  are  passing  there 
That  scarce  another  soul  may  share  ! 

For  thoughts  will  come  and  stay, 

Of  forms  and  friendly  grips, 
Of  voices  hushed  for  aye, 
Of  eyes  in  death's  eclipse  ; 
They  come  and  stay,  those  feelings  blest, 
And  every  one  a  hallowed  guest ! 

Still  merry  be  who  may, 

And  join  the  festive  song, 
Brief  be  ill-fortune's  day, 

May  right  o'ercome  the  wrong  ; 
Yet  hear,  while  the  glad  peal  upswells, 
An  undertone  of  muffled  bells  ! 

Black  misery  we  find, 

Dwellings  and  minds  impure, 
And  there  are  those  who  grind 
The  faces  of  the  poor  ; 
Lone  hearts  there  be  by  struggle  spent, 
Victims  of  their  environment  ! 
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Heart-sad  we  turn  aside 

From  scenes  that  chafe  the  mind, 
Our  nature's  shame  would  hide 
The  doings  of  mankind, 
And  we  must  mourn — the  while  we  ban- 
"  Man's  inhumanity  to  man." 

How  sorrow  thrills  the  breast 

O'er  horrors  in  the  East  ! 
And  well  might  hush  the  jest 
And  laughter  at  our  feast  ; 
God  !  stop  the  ravager,  and  sweep 
Away  the  slayer  of  Thy  sheep. 

The  wrath  of  man  restrain, 

Bid  strife  and  bloodshed  cease, 
And  hasten  on  the  reign 
Of  universal  peace  ; 
The  happier  time  that  is  to  be — 
The  golden  age  of  Charity. 


CHRISTMASTIDE 

Most  merry  season  of  the  year, 

We  welcome  thy  return  again  ; 
Ring  out,  ye  joy  bells,  loud  and  clear, 
And  bid  the  toiling  world  give  ear 

To  "  Peace  on  earth,  good-will  to  men." 

The  trembling  voice  of  sire  shall  blend 

With  lusty  manhood's  tones  of  power, 
While  woman's  sweetest  strains  ascend, 
And  youths  and  maidens  all  contend 
To  charm  with  song  the  festive  hour  ! 

Hush  !  tainted  word  and  ribald  jest, 

Let  mirth  become  the  occasion  great  ; 
The  Saviour  of  the  Magi's  quest, 
The  Babe  that  drew  the  virgin  breast, 
Hath  in  high  heaven  His  regal  state  ! 

The  gold  of  love  we  bring,  the  myrrh 

Of  trust,  that  no  reserve  betrays, 
May  nought  the  seeking  soul  deter 
That  would  upon  its  Lord  confer 
The  frankincense  of  sweetest  praise. 
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The  humblest  offering  Christ  will  own, 

The  smallest  proof  of  love  He  sees, 
Oh.  mark  the  pathos  of  His  tone — 
"  Also  to  Me  is  kindness  shown 
When  it  is  done  to  one  of  these." 

The  Christmas  cup  of  joy  we  hold, 

To  other  lips  He  bids  us  press, 
The  light  and  warmth  that  us  enfold 
Some  pilgrim  soul  forlorn  and  cold 
With  cheering  influence  shall  bless. 

Earth's  prodigals  returning  are, 

All  sad  at  heart  and  sore  of  foot 
(God  grant  to  them  Thy  guiding  star), 
To  find,  though  they  have  wandered  far, 
Heaven's  door  of  welcome  is  not  shut ! 


A   CHRISTMAS    SONG 

Tune  :  "  Robin  Adair  " 

Hail,  again,  Christmas  here, 

Ne'er  comest  thou 
Lacking  a  welcome  dear, 

So  for  thee  now 
Ring  we  the  merry  bell, 
Keeping  glad  festival, 
Bidding  its  joy  dispel 

Care  from  the  brow  ! 

Thou  comest  finding  us 

Loyal  and  true, 
Friendships  still  binding  us 

"We  shall  not  rue  ; 
Life  hath  its  dreariness, 
Struggles  and  weariness, 
Yet  with  its  cheeriness 

We  shall  pull  through  ! 

0,  for  the  holly  bough, 

Mirth-coming  sign, 

Laurel  and  mistletoe 

Let  us  entwine ; 
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Honour  the  season  fraught 
Richly  with  kindly  thought, 
Out  into  action  wrought, 
Truly  benign  ! 

Grandpa  with  dignity 

Smiles  on  each  guest, 
Matron  benignity 

Leaves  none  unblest ; 
Home's  cup  of  pleasure  still 
To  its  full  measure  fill, 
Yet  for  lost  treasure  will 
Heave  the  fond  breast ! 

Ah,  there's  a  vacant  chair, 

Standing  alone, 
Eyes  dimmed  for  ever  where 

Love's  lustre  shone  ; 
Hands  that  we  press  no  more, 
Forms  we  caress  no  more, 
Yet  that  we  bless  the  more 

Now  they  are  gone  ! 

Hope-star  of  Bethlehem, 

On  us  confer 
Light  as  we  look  to  them, 

Needing  our  care  ; 
While  we  the  gift  dispense, 
Flood  us  with  love  intense, 
Richer  than  frankincense, 

Fine  gold,  or  myrrh  ! 


THE   BONNY   GOWD    BIT 

A   GENEROUS   RHYME   FOR   CHRISTMAS   TIME 

Queen  Vic  !  what  a  pleasure  to  trace 
The  beautiful  curves  o'  thy  face, 
Each  fair  elevation  or  dint, 
For  thou  art  come  fresh  fro'  the  mint  ; 
And  known  as  a  SOVEREIGN  cure 
For  some  o'  life's  ills  wi'  endure, 
A  charm  ever  potent  hath  lit 
The  face  o'  this  bonny  gowd  bit ! 

Owd  Kesmus  again  is  come  round, 
Wi'  yer  his  loud  tramp  on  the  ground  ; 
What  people  rush  out  to  the  street 
The  white-bearded  veteran  to  greet ! 
What  loud  acclamation  upswells, 
Such  joy,  such  a  ringin'  o'  bells, 
For  presents  untold  we  remit 
A  pile  o'  the  bonny  gowd  bit ! 

0,  breet  is  the  room  an'  the  guest, 
An'  the  viands  are  all  <>'  the  best ; 
Just  look  at  the  beef  an'  the  fowl. 
Sec.  ih,.  froth  lcapin'  over  the  bowl  ! 
No  one  to  sich  fare  is  demurring 
Tho'  sonic  nnin  si:  down  to  their  berrm', 
Contented  or  otherwise  sit, 
When  lackin'  the  bonny  gowd  bit. 
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Loud  whistles  the  cowd  northern  blast, 
But  the  durs  an'  the  windows  are  fast, 
An'  wi'  are  housed  safely  an'  snug, 
Wi'  our  feet  on  the  hearthstone  rug. 
Alas  !  for  the  dull  wretched  holes 
In  want  of  a  good  lud  o'  coals  ; 
Is  conscience  not  havin1  a  hit  ? 
Come,  down  wi'  the  bonny  gowd  bit  ! 


Some  men  are  scarce  worthy  yer  care, 
But  others  desarve  better  fare, 
Tho'  doin'  their  best,  if  yo'll  spur, 
Yo'll  find  the  wolf's  stonnin  at  dur  ; 
Have  at  it  before  an'  behind, 
(The  kiss  of  a  wolf  is  unkind) 
There's  honour,  an'  wisdom,  an'  wit, 
In  usin'  the  bonny  gowd  bit  ! 


There's  a  youth  wi'  ambition  aglow, 
But  wi'  poverty  freezin'  his  toe  ; 
An'  his  elbow  his  jacket  outgrows, 
The  former  as  red  as  a  rose  ! 
This  youth  he  is  worthy  yer  thought, 
His  mind  wi'  true  honour  is  fraught ; 
Then  get  him  a  tailor's  outfit, 
The  price  of  a  bonny  gowd  bit  ! 


An'  wi'  should  treat  all  men  as  brothers, 
An'  look  on  all  women  as  sisthers  ; 
Tho'  some  are  but  sarvants  to  others, 
While  some  unto  others  are  mesthers. 
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When  death  comes  to  summon  us,  how 
Wi'  shall  o'  ha'  to  throw  down  our  kit  ! 
Then  let  us  just  leeten  it  now 
0'  some  o'  the  bonny  gowd  bit  ! 


There's  Muller,  Barnardo,  an'  Co., 
A  fine  philanthropical  set, 
Whose  hearts  would  bi  warmed  to  a  glow 
Moor  cheer  an'  moor  succour  to  get ; 
The  cause  o'  the  bairns  is  their  cause, 
Till  "  Hope  "  o'er  life's  threshold  is  writ, 
0,  sweet  is  that  secret  applause, 
When  love  sends  the  bonny  gowd  bit ! 


The  rich  ha'  their  trials  wi'  own, 
An'  sorrow's  full  cup  often  drink  ; 
An'  troubles  are  pretty  well  strewn, 
Moor  evenly,  too,  than  wi'  think  ; 
The  rich  an'  the  poor  grip  hands  ! 
Good-will  makes  the  devil  to  flit, 
'Tis  better  than  houses  an'  lands, 
Or  even  the  bonny  gowd  bit  ! 


The  cords  o'  humanity  may 
Ha'  worn  through  the  year  rayther  slack 
An'  burdens  ha'  somehow  a  way 
0'  gettin'  too  much  o'  one  back  : 
Let's  tighten  these  cords,  for  wi'  con, 
Lift  burdens  like  men  <>"  line  grit, 
An'  show  that  the  stamp  wi'  have  on 
Belies  not  the  bonny  gowd  bit  ! 
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The  turnin'  o'  fortune's  wheel 
Has  brought  good  an'  bad  to  the  fore, 
Some  men  are  o'  fine  moral  steel, 
An'  some  o'  contemptible  ore  ; 
"Would  God  that  the  whole  human  lot, 
The  high  ones,  an'  those  i'  the  pit, 
Might  burn  wi'  ambition  red-hot, 
To  shine  like  a  bonny  gowd  bit  ! 


Then  down  wi'  dark  prejudice,  down, 
Up,  confidence  joyous  an'  free, 
Let's  leave  to  the  boor  an'  the  clown 
The  last  bit  o'  scandal  "  on  dit." 
Should  dust  on  a  character  sound 
Be  subject  for  cynical  skit  ? 
A  good  mon,  when  looked  at  o'  round, 
Resembles  a  bonny  gowd  bit ! 


Then  pile  up  the  fire  wi'  the  logs, 
Exult  o'er  the  cracklin'  brand. 
The  world  isn't  gooin'  to  the  dogs 
While  sympathy  dwells  i'  the  land  ! 
While  honesty  trudges  the  road, 
An'  truth  has  no  notice  to  quit 
Our  hallowed,  but  humble  abode, 
Though  lackin'  the  bonny  gowd  bit ! 


0,  sweet  is  the  fireside  glow. 

An'  sweet  are  the  faces  we  love, 

Where  Love  "  rules  the  roost "  wi  inun  know 

A  foretaste  of  heaven  above  ! 
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Where  boys  do  their  tasks  wi'  a  will, 
An'  girls  learn  to  mend  an'  to  knit, 
The  hand  o'  the  diligent  still 
Shall  handle  the  bonny  gowd  bit ! 


Owd  Nature  is  barren  just  now, 
Yet  sound  and  alive  at  the  root, 
An'  soon  every  twig  on  a  bough 
Will  promise  yo'  flower  or  fruit  ; 
But  the  buds  o'  humanity  true, 
In  winter  or  summer  will  sprit, 
Its  sap  circulates  the  year  through, 
The  same  as  a  bonny  gowd  bit ! 

The  emigrant  roamin'  afar, 
Now  sighs  o'er  the  days  o'  lang  syne, 
An'  the  brow  o'  the  brave  British  tar 
Wi'  thoughts  of  a  meet  in'  doth  shine. 
Accurst  bi  the  hand  that  would  rise 
One  knot  of  affection  to  split  ! 
What  hope-stars  are  crowdin'  the  skies 
Moor  breet  than  a  bonny  gowd  bit  ! 

Then  fan  we  the  generous  flame, 
Nor  be  it  restricted  to  men, 
Dumb  creatures  should  share  V  the  same 
Until  their  een  twinkle  again  ! 
Why  should  not  the  yule-tide  pay 
Rejoice  both  the  moii  an'  his  "  tit  "  ? 
The  latter  has  never  said  "  Neigh  !  " 
When  offered  that  bitter-cowd  bit  ! 


THE    OLD    FRIEND    AND   THE   NEW 

1889-1890 

EIGHTEEN  hundred  and  eighty-nine, 
We  gaze  on  thy  face  benign, 
Ere  giving  the  parting  sign, 

And  saying  goodbye  for  ever. 
Though  some  have  turned  round  with  disdain 
Who  welcomed  thy  incoming  reign, 
And  swore  they  would  loyal  remain  ; 

Nor  could  you  distrust  them,  oh,  never  ! 

Alas  !  for  such  loyalty  stuff, 
Dispersed  by  adversity's  puff  ; 
Of  such  you  have  had  enough, 

Eighteen  hundred  and  eighty-nine. 
Then  here  is  our  friendship's  grip, 
And  love  not  alone  of  the  lip, 
And  never  a  pen  will  we  dip 

To  trace  one  dishonouring  line. 

We  met  at  the  turn  of  the  road, 
Then  rather  depressed  with  our  load, 
Which  lightened  somewhat  as  we  strode 
To  give  you  a  hearty  handshaking. 
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The  new  path  you  brought  us,  good  friend, 
Has  turned  out  right  in  the  end, 
Though  some  all  along  would  contend 

They  liked  not  the  plan  of  its  making. 

We  breasted  misfortune's  blast, 
And  ne'er  a  look  backward  cast, 
But  still  to  each  other  held  fast, 

Nor  uttered  a  word  of  repining  ; 
"We  heard  the  dread  thunderings  loud 
Roll  out  from  the  heavens  bowed, 
But  saw  that  the  blackest  cloud 

Was  lit  with  a  silver  lining. 

Companion  in  pleasure  and  grief, 

So  often  affording  relief, 

Now  knowing  thy  time  is  so  brief, 

What  wonder  these  feelings  of  sorrow  ? 
For  still  will  the  thought  hold  sway, 
And  round  it  emotions  play, 
That  he  who  is  with  us  to-day 

Will  cheer  us  no  more  on  the  morrow. 

Old  Time  with  a  stern-looking  face 
Now  bids  him  depart  to  his  place, 
Away  from  our  loving  embrace 

And  with  a  reluctant  adieu. 
Here  comes  a  smart  promising  gent, 
Our  compliments  we  must  present, 
(We  trust  that  in  mercy  he's  sent) 

"  Good  morning,  sir,  how  do  you  do  ?  " 


PARTING 

Goodbye,  old  year,  goodbye, 
Thy  course  is  well  nigh  run, 
We  mark  thy  lingering  sands, 
And  thy  brief  stay  demands 
We  leave  no  task  undone  ; 
Goodbye,  old  year,  goodbye  ! 

Shall  benedictions  fall 
Upon  thy  heavy  brow  ? 
Or  do  we  wish  thee  now 
Beneath  thy  funeral  pall  ? 
Goodbye,  old  year,  goodbye  ! 

Oh,  thou  canst  not  restore 
To  heart  and  home  again, 
Those  whom  the  ruthless  main 
Dashed  lifeless  on  the  shore, 
Goodbye,  old  year,  goodbye  ! 

Dread  outrage,  fire  and  flood 
Have  marked  thy  later  sway, 
Yet  gratitude  shall  pay 
Thee  thanks  for  all  the  good  ; 
Goodbye,  old  year,  goodbye  ! 
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Thy  spring  so  blithe  and  fair, 
Came  with  bewitching  form, 
And  ne'er  one  cruel  storm 
Outraged  her  flowing  hair  ; 
Goodbye,  old  year,  goodbye  ! 

And  chroniclers  shall  tell 
How  long  thy  summer  smile 
Rejoiced  our  native  isle, 
Made  glad  our  hearts  as  well ; 
Goodbye,  old  year,  goodbye  ! 

While  autumn,  richly  crowned 
With  golden  fruitage,  shone  ; 
When  thou  art  dead  and  gone 
Thy  praise  shall  still  abound  ; 
Goodbye,  old  year,  goodbye  ! 

Our  hearts  to'ards  thee  enlarge, 
While  many  a  broken  vow 
That  caused  us  grief,  we  now 
Will  lay  not  to  thy  charge  ; 
Goodbye,  old  year,  goodbye  ! 

We'll  think,  when  thou  art  not, 
Of  joys  thou  didst  afford, 
While  all  that  wrought  discord 
We  would  it  were  forgot  ; 
Goodbye,  old  year,  goodbye  ! 


A   KIND  FAREWELL 

ElGHTEEN-hundred-ninety-one 
(Not  by  some  to  be  forgot), 

Are  we  fain  thy  course  is  run, 
Truly  wishing  thou  wert  not  ; 

Longing  for  the  midnight  gun 
To  proclaim  that  thou  art  shot  ? 


Once  we  hailed  thee  as  a  friend, 

Though  an  untried  friend,  we  knew, 

And  our  hand  we  did  extend 
For  a  goodly  grip  and  true  ; 

Shall  we  chide  thee  at  the  end 
And  in  anger  say  adieu  ? 


Nay,  we  will  not  do  thee  wrong, 
Thou  hast  wrought  us  nought  of  ill, 

We  in  peace  have  trudged  along, 
Nor  has  friendship  ta'en  a  chill  ; 

If  we  raise  a  parting  song 
It  shall  be  one  of  good-will. 
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Though  we  did  long  faces  pull, 

When  the  floods  came  down  amain, 

And  thy  sky  so  oft  was  dull 

That  we  caught  the  gloomy  vein, 

Yet  we  see  our  garners  full 

Of  the  good  and  precious  grain. 

And  amid  the  flooding  showers 
Still  the  vine  climbed  up  the  pole, 

Caught  the  life  of  sunny  hours 
Bringing  gladness  to  the  soul  ; 

And  thou  had'st  no  dearth  of  flowers 
For  bouquet  or  button-hole. 

Bright  and  blithesome  came  thy  spring, 
And  the  birds  with  tinted  feather, 

Sang  as  they  were  wont  to  sing, 

(What  care  glad  hearts  for  the  weather) 

And  just  lately  thou  didst  fling 
O'er  the  moorland  tufts  of  heather. 

Thou  hast  well  fulfilled  thy  part, 

Go  thy  way  and  be  content  ; 
Though  thou  broughtest  many  a  heart 

Grief  thou  couldst  not  well  prevent, 
Thou  wert  like  a  carrier's  cart, 

Bringing  only  what  was  sent. 

Shall  we  all-forgetful  prove 

Of  the  sweet  which  thou  didst  bring, 
Honey  that  did  never  move 

One  suggestion  of  a  sting  ; 
And  by  wealth  of  kindred  love 

Made  us  richer  than  a  king  ? 
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Farewell,  friend,  in  life's  eclipse, 
Thou  hast  been  both  kind  and  true, 

Not  forgetting  there  were  slips 
On  our  part  we  sorely  rue  : 

Here's  a  boy  with  rosy  lips, 

Tis  your  brother — ninety-two  ! 


WITNESSES 

"  Of  whom  the  world  was  not  worthy." — St.  Paul 

Oh  !  think  not  these  in  nature's  strength  alone, 

Blest  with  a  genius  above  their  kind, 
Did  mount  the  barriers  in  their  pathway  thrown, 

And  cast  the  joys  of  earthly  good  behind. 

Full  well  "  the  immortal  dreamer  "  did  unveil 

That  God-like  form,  their  strength's  eternal  source  ; 

Though  mighty  floods  of  wrath  did  them  assail, 
Faith's  living  fire  flew  up  with  triple  force  ! 

Afflicted  and  tormented  in  life's  way, 
With  faith  to  fortitude  so  well  allied  : 

Some  life  on  sufferance  held,  and  yet  were  they 
God's  workmanship,  creation's  crown  ami  pride  ! 

Earth  !  how    thou  wouldsl    have   blest   them    with 
thy  charms, 
Welcomed     their     happy     children's     lightsome 
trea  1 1 , 
But  o'er  their  thresholds  rushed  man's  rude  alarms. 
The  fiery  Ingot  and  the  assassin  dread  ! 
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And  who  can  read  the  tale  of  their  career 

And  not  his  lukewarn  love  and  zeal  bemean  ? 

To  note  their  testimony's  light  so  clear, 

And  the  dim  flickerings  that  have  marked  his  own. 

They  pierced  the  future  with  the  eye  of  faith, 
Caught  visions  unperceived  by  carnal  sense, 

And  saw  beyond  the  prison  bars  of  death, 
The  crown  of  life,  the  immortal  recompense  ! 


How  shall  we  speak  of  love's  endearing  sign, 
Of  last,  fond  looks,  and  tender  bosom-swell, 

Of  thoughts  that  language  ne'er  might  yet  define, 
When  spirit  unto  spirit  said  farewell  ! 

Oft  from  rejoicing  could  they  not  forbear, 
In  cavern  dim  was  joyous  anthem  sung  : 

And  Heaven  gave  audience  to  the  vocal  prayer 
That  sprang  from  sage's  lip  and  infant's  tongue. 

Associate  we  no  cypress  with  their  fall, 
But  the  victorious  laurel  with  their  death, 

Who  scorned  a  perjured  faith,  and  conscience-thrall, 
And  gave  to  freedom  their  expiring  breath  ! 

The  venerable  form  of  Smyrna's  seer, 

Erect  within  the  fiery  circle  stood  ; 
Awed    by    the    wondrous    sight   the   crowds    drew 
near — 

The  flames  extinguished  by  the  martyr's  blood  ! 

And  thou,  bold  presbyter,  Pionius,  how 

Thy  eloquence  did  move  the  trembling  lip  ! 

Dragged  to  the  altar,  yet  with  dauntless  brow 
Thou  daredst  the  terrors  of  the  Pagan's  grip. 
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Shall  Cyprian's  daring  not  the  breast  incite  ? 

Though  ages  have  elapsed  since  he  expired  ; 
What  wondrous  chivalry  he  showed  in  fight, 

And  won  the  martyr's  crown,  not  undesired  ! 

The  sacrifice  was  on  the  altar  tied, 

Joy's  exultation  rose  beyond  control. 
"  Where  is  the  fire  for  me?"     Romanus  cried, 

And  smiled  with  face  serene  and  peace  of  soul. 

Most  blessed  hands,  that  sheltered  and  that  fed 
God's  honoured  saints  !     Blest  be  the  voice  whose 
dirge 

In  tender  strains  bewailed  the  slaughtered  dead, 
When  earth  was  cursed  with  the  Decian  scourge  ! 

Perpetua,  hail !  despite  thy  father's  tears, 
And  tender  pleadings  of  a  soul  distressed 

("  Have  pity  on  thy  son,  respect  my  years  "), 
The  love  of  Jesus  triumphed  in  thy  lu-east  ! 

In  delicacy  reared,  and  beauty's  ray, 

With  mind  and  form  most  noble  and  complete  ! 
Here  bow  your  heads,  ye  worldly  heroes,  lay 

Your  conquering  symbols  at  a  woman's  feet ! 

That  mighty  witness-cloud,  how  hath  it  grown 
With  added  Lustre  in  these  latter  days  ! 

And  o'er  Armenia's  plaint  and  dying  groan 
We  hear  the  chorus  of  a  deathless  praise. 

Unhappy,  yet  most  honoured  country,  thou 
Hast  shown  example  of  heroic  deed 

As  ever  thrilled  the  breast,  and  flushed  the  brow. 
Or  woke  the  echoes  of  lane's  worthiest  meed  ! 
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Oh  !  how  thy  wrongs  have  stirred  our  inmost  soul, 
O'erwhelmed  with  shame,  with  horror  and  dis- 
may ! 

Impatient  waiting  for  God's  chariot  roll, 

"  Vengeance  is  Mine,"  He  saith,  "  I  will  repay  !  " 

When  the  oppressor  and  the  oppressed  shall  meet, 
Oh,  Mercy  temper  then  Eternal  Might, 

And  when  the  nations  stand  before  His  seat, 

"  Shall  not  the  Judge  of  all  the  earth  do  right !  " 


THE   ARMENIAN   ATROCITIES 

SAD  are  the  tales  that  stir  old  England's  breast, 
Dark  deeds  provoke  her  sorrow  and  her  frown. 
"  Avenge,  0  Lord,  Thy  slaughtered  saints  !  "    Look 
down, 

Great  Judge  of  the  oppressor  and  oppressed  ! 

The  vulture  swoops  upon  the  dove's  warm  nest  ; 
Mother  and  child  the  dread  abyss  leap  down, 
Escaping  from  all  villainies  the  crown, 

And  ears  are  deaf  to  pity's  voice  distressed  ! 

My  country,  0  my  country,  famed  of  old 

For  chivalry,  the  champion  of  the  weak  ! 
Shall  woeful  tales  in  vain  to  thee  be  told, 

And  unavailing  hands  thy  succour  seek  ? 

Nay,  with  the  voice  of  thunder  which  hath  rolled 

Across  the  world,  startling  the  oppressors — speak  ! 
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"  If  there  is  death  there  is  a  judgment !  " — (Words  of  an  Armenian 

victim.) 

What  !   sell    my   manhood !   soil    truth's    glorious 
name  ? 
Your  bribe  of  filthy  lucre  wakes  my  scorn  ! 
Nay,  give  me  back  the  darlings  ye  have  torn 
From    my  poor    bleeding    heart.     Love's    passion- 
flame 
O'erpowers  me,  as  I  think  upon  my  wrong  ; 
Of  vanished  forms  that  cheered  my  earthly  lot. 
In  vain  I  call,  ye  voices  answer  not, 

That  charmed  the  evening  hour  with  sweetest  song ! 
"  God's  in  His  heaven  !  "     Let  the  oppressor  turn 
From  his  foul  deeds,  before  the  unerring  hand 
Of  direful  retribution  pierce  him  through. 
The  zeal  of  my  compatriots  doth  burn 

Within  me.     By  their  sacred  cause  I  stand  ; 
If  there  is  death,  there  is  a  judgment  too  ! 
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THE   SITUATION   AT   ZEITUN 

"  The  Zeitunlis  are  suffering  badly  from  smallpox,  and 
hundreds  are  dying  daily.  In  any  case,  they  are  doomed." — 
(Special  correspondent  of  the  Daily  Neivs.) 

GREAT  God  !  and  are  they  leaving  yet  another  flock 
Of  Thy  devoted  sheep  in  that  dread  land 
Unto  the  tender  mercies  of  the  wolfish  band  ? 

Is  there  to  be  for  these  no  sheltering  rock  ? 

And  must  the  heart  of  nations  feel  the  shock 
Of  consummated  horrors  ?     Thou,  whose  hand 
Hath  fashioned  all  !    Dost  Thou  not  all  command  ? 

Bid  the  flood-gates  of  sympathy  unlock  ! 

And  spare  the  remnant  of  a  suffering  race, 
Whose  cup  of  misery  is  at  the  brim, 
Whose   eyes  with   watching   are   grown    deathly 
dim, 
And  in  the  dust  are  bowed  before  Thy  face  ! 
Inadequate  is  language  to  declare 
Their   direful   woe.     Spare   Thou    Thy  remnant, 
spare ! 
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Where   are   they,   God    of    the    Innocents  !     Ah, 
where  ? 
Who  erstwhile  gambolled  in  their  life's  brief  day, 
And  o'er  the  threshold  ran  their  joyous  way  ? 

Alas,  brave  youths,  and  maidens  sweet  and  fair, 

Early,  in  truth,  the  martyr's  crown  ye  wear  ! 
Infant  from  mother's  breast  is  torn  away, 
Pitted  on  Turkish  spear,  in  wanton  play, 

While  curses  mock  the  agonising  prayer. 

Oh,  English  hearts,  this  blessed  Christmastide, 
Are   ye   not   stirred  ?      For    while    the    yule-log 
glows, 
Your  happy  children  through  home's  circle  glide  ; 
Looking  on  them,  ye  needs  must  think  of  those 
Poor   slaughtered   lambs.     Oh,  righteous  God  !   the 
tide 
Of  guiltless  blood  with  stronger  current  flows  ! 


THE    SOUTH   AFRICAN   WAR   CLOUD 
AT   THE   ELEVENTH   HOUR 

FROM  the  mountain's  fertile  terrace,  and  the  wide 
and  rolling  veldt. 
From   the    furrow's  golden    crown   and   pastures 
green, 
From  the  homes  of  hallowed  memories,  and  hearths 
where  they  have  knelt, 
Come  the  elder  and  the  stripling  of  sixteen  ! 


Shall  we  rise  up  in  our  anger,  thrusting  reason  from 
the  path  ? 
(May  God  in  mercy  save  us  from  a  crime  !) 
Shall  the  slaughter  of  our  brethren  be  the  outcome 
of  our  wrath, 
And  a  vain  regret  be  ours  in  after  time  ! 


For  us  be  not  the  glory  of  a  cause  the  like  of  tins — 
If  won  the  field,  it  cannot  yield  us  fame — 

But   our  just   condemnation   oul   each  rifle  shot  shall 
hiss. 
And  the  month  of  every  cannon  speak  our  shame  \ 
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The  pride  of  our  Dutch  brother  is    he  pride  that 
we  have  shown. 
As  •  ften  we  have  dared  the  tyrant's  ir- 
And  their  high  and  stubborn  bearing  is  a  copy  of 
our  own. 
Shall  we  smite  the  goodly  im  _  admit 

Shall  we  mock  the  humble  pleader  seeking  aid  of 

the  Most  High 

Him  Cromwell  sough:   .:  Nasebyand  Dunbar), 

And  should  ¥      -     ..k  so  lightly  of  the  days  of  evil 

nigh. 

Or  hail  with  flippant  tongue  the  scourge  of  war  ? 

May  our  strength  be  lent  :    weakness,  and  our  arms 
on  honour  w 
And    P  -hall   crown   our   pathway  with   her 

flowers  : 
May  n  :        /    -  wing  yield  us  fifty  years  of 

ha 
Nor  the  cur-  -         he  fatherless  be  our- 

May  she  who  rules  in  mercy,  and  whose   sceptre 
-   'ay  is  just. 
Be  saved  the  -        -flection  and  the  pain. 
That  her  gallant  sons  were  offered  on  the  shrine  of 
mammon-lust, 
F :  r  a  cause  that  was  unworthv  of  her  reism  ! 


CALLING   OUT   THE   RESERVES 

They  go  to  join  the  service  of  the  Queen, 

(Sweet  Peace,  return  again,  thou  blessed  boon  ! )  : 

Where  the  claims  of  honour  bind  them, 

With  a  stout  heart  you  will  find  them  ; 

But  to  loved  ones  left  behind  them 
May  they  come  back  soon. 

We  know  not  what  the  future  hath  in  store, 

(Sweet  Peace,  return  again,  thou  blessed  boon  ! )  ; 

But,  if  seeing  duty  plainly, 

Then  we  shall  not  trust  them  vainly, 

And  the  prayer  we  breathe  is  mainly — 
May  they  come  back  soon. 

They  go,  hut  not  without  a  wrench  or  pang, 

(Sweet  Peace,  return  again,  thou  blessed  boon  !)  ; 

Here  perchance  a  wife  is  ailing, 

Or  a  daughter  that  is  failing  ; 

To  a  love  Unit's  all  prevailing 
May  they  come  back  soon. 

The  hammer  and  the  trowel  heat  the  sword, 

(Sweet  Peace,  return  again,  thou  blessed  boon  !)  ; 

Oh,  this  foolishness  of  nations 

Causing  painful  lamentations  ; 

To  their  peaceful  avocations 
May  our  friends  come  soon. 
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The  fair  fame  of  our  country  they  will  guard, 
(Sweet  Peace,  return  again,  thou  blessed  boon  !  )  ; 

For  true  chivalry  hath  taught  her 

To  forbid  all  needless  slaughter, 

So  we'll  hail  them  o'er  the  water 
As  they  come  back  soon  ! 


OUR   GALLANT   STEEDS 

When  ye  tell  the  tale,  my  brothers,  as  ye  will  with 

graphic  pen, 
How  the  sturdy  sons  of  Britain  have  their  prowess 

proved  again, 
Will  ye  say  a  word  for  horses  while  ye  praise  the 

deeds  of  men  ? 

It  has  been  our  joy  to  watch  them  as  they  passed  in 
grand  review, 

When  their  proud  and  noble  bearing  won  our  admi- 
ration true, 

And  a  gratitude  for  service  they  have  rendered  me 
and  you. 

But  the  sight  will  live  and  fade  not  in  the  chambers 

of  the  brain, 
Of  our  heroes  who  have  seen  them  lie  in  ghastly 

heaps  of  slain, 
The  mute  victims  of  man's  folly  and  the  war-god's 

fearful  reiam  ! 


Ye  will  tell  of  river  crossings,  of  positions  won  or 

lost, 
When  the  thought  of  home  and  duty  all  the  soldier's 

mind  engrossed, 
And  ye'll  counl  the  lives  of  horses  when  ye  reckon 

up  the  cost. 
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Alike  to  men  and  horses  are  the  dreadful  risks  of 

war, 
When  the  charger  through  the  shrapnel  may  escape 

without  a  scar, 
Yet  the  bullet  find  its  billet  in  the  breast  of  the 

hussar. 

Ye  will  tell  of  the  devotion  of  the  trooper  to   his 

steed, 
How  of  self  he  was  forgetful  while  attending  to  its 

need  ! 
Oh,  how  bravery  and  kindness  win  our  universal 

meed  ! 

Tell  the  story,  0  my  brothers,  let  the  death  list  be 

unrolled, 
Let  us  see  the  fruits  of  battle,  though  betimes  the 

blood  runs  cold, 
And  ye  won't  leave  out  the  horses  when  the  total 

sum  is  told  ! 

Yonder  veldt  is  consecrated  to  the  forms  of  manhood 

fair, 
And  the  noble  beasts  who  served  them  lapped  by 

mother  earth  lie  there, 
And  wdiat  for  men  and  horses  ?     Let  the  future  life 

declare  ! 

As  we  think  of  some  unkindness  or  of  action  done 

to  grieve  them, 
As  we  think  of  all  their  service,  0  my  brothers,  let 

us  weave  them 
This  green  garland  as  a  token  of  affection — thus  we 

leave  them  ! 


IN    BATTLE   WOUNDED 

LORD  God  Almighty,  hear  the  prayer 

Of  those  who  are  in  battle  torn  ! 
In  direst  need  Thy  succour  bear, 

And  cheer  with  hope's  reviving  morn  ! 

And  they,  whose  lamp  of  life  grows  dim, 
Who  breathe  love's  name  with  clammy  lips, 

Help  them  to  fix  their  trust  in  Him, 
Who  is  our  light  in  life's  eclipse. 

While  crowd  the  thoughts  upon  the  brain 
Of  happy  homes  and  friends  afar  ; 

Oh,  may  Thy  touch  relieve  their  pain, 
Thy  smile  dispel  the  gloom  of  war. 

The  vital  stream  we  may  not  stem, 
Or  soothe  the  ear  with  tender  tone, 

But  may  our  sympathy  for  them 
Rise  up  as  incense  to  Thy  throne 

If  they  have  sinned  and  wandered,  yet 

Thy  pity  for  the  erring  keep  ! 
And  all  their  trespasses  forget. 

As  tails  the  stone  in  ocean  deep. 
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Bone  of  our  bone,  flesh  of  our  flesh  ! 

Upon  our  shoulders  lay  their  cares  ; 
And  day  by  day  our  minds  refresh 

With  claims  a  grateful  country  bears. 

How  forth  at  duty's  call  they  went 
To  bear  the  brunt  of  mortal  strife  ! 

And  shamed  our  guilty  discontent 
With  all  the  luxuries  of  life. 

And  to  our  stricken  foes  incline 

Thy  mercy's  ear  and  healing  wings  ; 

For  we  are  children  all  of  Thine, 
And  subjects  of  the  King  of  kings. 

The  gulf  that  separates  us  now, 

Soon  may  the  bridge  of  friendship  span  ; 

While  to  that  higher  law  we  bow 

Which  binds  the  Brotherhood  of  Man. 

In  stately  palace,  lowly  cot, 

What  bruised  hearts  affection  warms  ; 
For  all  the  glamour  war  hath  got 

Is  sorry  gain  for  its  alarms. 

While  comrades  sleep  about  the  hills, 
Whereon  shall  graze  the  peaceful  herds, 

Live  those  whom  martial  ardour  thrills, 
Their  wounds  more  eloquent  than  words  ! 


WAR'S  AGONY 

Oh,  country  mine,  beloved,  admired, 
Whose  name  the  patriot  heart  has  fired, 
And  many  a  gifted  bard  inspired 

To  deathless  song  ! 
Pray  for  the  peace  so  long  desired, 

Oh  Lord,  how  long  ! 

Oh,  country  mine,  gone  mad  of  late, 
In  "  wiping  something  off  a  slate," 
While  at  thy  purpose  so  ingrate, 

An  angel's  pen 
Writes  something  in  the  Book  of  Fate 

With  blood  of  men  ! 

When  ribald  songs  rose  on  the  wind. 
And  vulgar  jest  ran  unconfined, 
The  truly  patriotic  mind 

Saw  ills  impending  ; 
For  drunken  bouts  of  glory  find 

A  sober  ending  ! 

Hushed  is  the  bacchanalian  shout, 
The  clamour  of  the  rabble  rout. 
Bui  the  long  agony  drawn  out 

Is  with  us  yet ! 
And  loving  hearts  with  fear  and  doubt 

Are  sore  besei  ! 
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Still  roar  the  death-outdealing  guns, 
Still  fall  the  bravest  of  our  sons, 
For  never  one  the  danger  shuns 

At  duty's  word  ! 
But  as  life's  crimson  current  runs 

Our  souls  are  stirred  ! 

Thou  scourge  of  war — a  country's  bane- 
For  all  our  loss  yield  us  the  gain 
Which  comes  from  discipline,  and  pain 

Of  tribulation  ! 
And  brings  the  saner  thoughts  again 

To  man  and  nation  ! 

Ah,  love  of  country,  who  shall  blame  ? 
And  justly  guarded  be  her  name 
Who  wins  our  patriotic  flame 

And  offerings  free  ! 
But  greater  yet  we  own  thy  claim, 

Humanity  ! 

And  we  have  thought  of  her  who  fell 
(The  sovereign  incomparable) 
Heart-stricken  by  those  tales  that  swell 

The  human  breast ! 
God  !  send  the  war-fiend  back  to  hell, 

And  earth  shall  rest ! 


3n  flfoemorfam 

OUR  FIRST-BORN  IN  HEAVEN 

Twelve  months,  and  heaven  forbids  thy  stay ! 
The  message  comes,  the  chariot  lowers, 
"  Haste,  sister  spirit,  come  away  !  " 
And  bliss  is  thine,  and  suffering  ours. 

No  longer  on  thy  mother's  breast, 
Or  dandled  on  thy  father's  knee  ; 
Till  thou  wert  gone  and  laid  to  rest 
We  knew  not  how  we  loved  thee. 

Each  object  in  our  humble  cot 
Reminds  me  of  those  happy  days, 
And  time  itself  can  ne'er  outblot 
The  memory  of  thy  winning  ways. 

Oft  in  the  silent  night  I  stand 
And  gaze  upon  yon  orbs  of  light, 
And  ponder  o'er  that  glorious  land 
Where  thou  art  robed  in  spotless  white. 

Methinks  I  see  thy  lovely  face 
All  lit  with  heavenly  light  divine, 
Still  there  my  Sarah  I  can  trace, 
And  call  that  shining  beauty  mine  ! 
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Sweet  thought  to  know  that  thou  wilt  fly 
To  welcome  me  to  heaven  at  last ! 
No  more  to  heave  the  parting  sigh, 
But  feel  life's  final  struggle  past. 


"  GOD    BLESS   THE   LIFEBOAT   CREW  !  " 


In  grateful  honour  to  the  men  composing  the  crews  of  the 
Southport,  Lythtim,  and  St.  Anne's  lifeboats,  who,  on  the  night 
of  December  9,  1886,  put  off  in  a  terrible  sea  to  the  relief  of  the 
disabled  ship  Mexico,  when  twenty-seven  of  their  number 
perished,  by  the  capsizing  of  the  Southport  and  St.  Anne's 
boats. 


THE  heart  of  England  beats  with  pride, 

The  eyes  of  England  weep 
To  see  her  sons  push  through  the  tide, 

Then  in  the  waters  sleep. 
Each  man  is  stirred  at  duty's  wort  I 

Her  noblest  deed  to  do, 
Thanks  strong  and  deep  spontaneous  leap, 

"  God  bless  the  lifeboat  crew  !  " 


-No  man  hath  greater  love  than  this," 

Spake  One,  who  stilled  the  sea, 
Than  that  a  man  should  give  his  life. 

A  willing  victim  lie. 
Our  hearts  approve  of  what  He  said. 

And  yielding  honour  due. 
We  make  request  with  heaving  breast. 

"God  bless  the  lifeboat  crew  !  " 
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In  men's  concerns  with  men  we  see 

Too  oft  the  selfish  feature, 
But  such  a  sight  with  halo  bright 

Redeems  our  fallen  nature  ; 
Asserts  its  latent  sympathy 

With  all  that's  brave  and  true, 
Such  deeds  proclaim  the  noblest  aim, 

"  God  bless  the  lifeboat  crew  !  " 

Did  there  a  thought  of  wife  or  child 

With  pangs  their  bosoms  thrill  ? 
Or  younger  soul  his  love  control 

For  one — fond  heart  be  still  ! 
They  lie  unmoved,  those  gallant  forms, 

Ye  now  with  tears  bedew, 
No  more  to  brave  life's  surging  wave, 

"  God  bless  the  lifeboat  crew  !  " 


Ye  that  have  passed  the  dangers  through 

And  saved  your  foreign  brothers, 
As  ye  would  they  should  do  to  you 

Have  ye  done  unto  others  ; 
Be  yours  the  joy  of  duty  done, 

Still  duty's  path  pursue, 
The  lips  of  age  and  youth  engage 

To  bless  the  lifeboat  crew  ! 


JOHN   ASHWORTH 

AUTHOR   OF   "  STRANGE   TALES " 

SO  falls  the  man  of  God ! 

Peace  to  the  pious  dead, 
Cut  ye  the  living  clod 

To  make  his  narrow  bed  ; 
Yes,  lay  him  gently  there, 

Ye  that  have  loved  him  best, 
This  was  his  latest  prayer 

"  I  want  to  be  at  rest  !  " 

Eyes  was  he  to  the  blind, 

And  feet  unto  the  lame, 
In  many  a  thankful  mind 

Shall  live  his  honoured  name  ; 
Friend  of  the  suffering  poor, 

And  those  by  guilt  oppressed, 
In  God's  own  arms  secure 

He  bids  thee  go  to  rest. 

A  clouded  youth  was  thine, 
And  suffering  life  awhile, 

Cheered  with  one  light  benign, 
A  sweet,  maternal  smile  ; 
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That  life-infusing  ray 

Thrilled  thy  responsive  breast, 

And  well  didst  thou  repay 
Love's  wonderful  bequest. 

Treading  the  haunts  of  sin 

Unsullied  and  devout, 
Such  love  thy  soul  took  in, 

Love  it  must  needs  give  out. 
The  words  of  sacred  lore 

Wisely  to  use  were  pressed, 
Thy  Master's  "  Sin  no  more  " 

Their  ancient  charm  possessed. 

Thy  ever  facile  pen 

Did  thoughtful  minds  allure, 
And  won  the  hearts  of  men 

With  "  annals  of  the  poor." 
Thy  worth  for  service  true 

Shall  after  years  attest, 
Champion  of  peace,  adieu  ! 

And  take  thy  well-earned  rest. 


JOHN    BRIGHT 

OUR  hero  rests  at  last  with  honour  crowned, 

No  more  his  cheery  voice  shall  greet  us  here, 

His  place  of  sepulchre  we  gather  round, 

With  sorrow  true,  and  reverence  sincere. 

Warm  from  the  heart  the  tributary  tear 

His  comrades  shed,  for  one  devoutly  loved, 

Not  for  the  world-wide  fame  of  his  career, 

But  for  his  worth  of  nobleness  well-proved. 

That  love  of  duty  which  his  heart  to  purpose  moved  ! 

To  lie  with  his  own  people  he  desired, 
And  proud  thou  keepest  him,  old  northern  town. 
Here  crowd  the  grateful  thousands  all  inspired 
With  due  respect  to  see  bis  dust  laid  down. 
And  she  who  nobly  wears  the  British  crown 
Forgets  him  not  nor  kind  words  he  bad  spoken. 
When  she  herself  beneath  affliction's  frown 
Still  cherished  in  her  heart  Love's  mystic  token 
And  pondered  o'er  the  ties  which  death  so  soon  had 
broken  ! 

"  Peace  hath  her  victories  as  well  as  war," 
Her  bloodless  triumphs  witness  to  his  might, 

Whose  name  shall  shine  whore  the  immortals  are 

For  truest  heroism  shown  in  fight, 

For  virtue's  holy  cause,  and  freedom's  right, 
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Fair  knowledge  found  in  him  her  friend  and  stay, 
His  motto  might  have  been  "  Let  there  be  light  !  " 
Whose  matchless  eloquence  so  oft  did  sway 
Old  England's  heart  for  good,  witness  its  love  to- 
day ! 


THE    FALL   OF   A    GLASGOW    MILL   IN    1889 


"  I  was  coming  out  of  the  power-loom  shed  when  I  heard  a 
rumbling  sound.  I  don't  know  how  it  was,  but  I  involuntarily 
fell  back.  Recovering  myself,  I  rushed  forward  and  saw  nothing 
in  the  weft  room  but  fallen  timber,  and  heard  shouts  of  '  Oh, 
mither!'  and  '  Oh,  faither ! '  and  in  a  few  minutes  the  moaning 
sounds  had  died  away." 


Sweetest  words  on  infant  lips, 
Tenderest  words  in  life's  eclipse, 
Of  all  blessed  words  that  be 
Ye  are  an  epitome, 
Mither  !  Faither  ! 

With  the  heart's  upheaving  throb, 
And  the  last  convulsive  sob  ; 
With  what  lightning  speed  ye  come, 
Dying  thoughts  of  love  and  home, 
Mither!  Faither  ! 


Oh,  the  wrench  to  human  feeling  ! 
Death  the  young  and  fairest  stealing, 
Mind  and  form  witli  comely  parts 
Severed  from  your  bleeding  hearts, 
Mither  !  Faither  ! 
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By  the  keenest  blast  overtaken, 
There's  a  faith  that  stands  unshaken, 
Strong  in  grief,  but  strong  in  prayer, 
Was  the  cry  impassioned  there, 
Mither!  Farther ! 

Lips  of  youth,  and  beauty's  charm, 
Now  with  life  no  longer  warm  ; 
Oft  by  friend  or  lover  pressed, 
Words  ye  spoke  for  ever  blest, 
Mither!  Farther  ! 

Sure,  it  is  a  bitter  cup, 
Let  us  dare  to  drink  it  up, 
There  is  joy  for  such  a  sorrow, 
Comfort  for  your  loved  ones  borrow, 
Mither!  Faither  ! 

He  that  notes  a  sparrow's  fall 

Doth  not  mock  us  when  we  call  ; 

His  own  hands  have  strung  the  chords 


*& 


Making  music  of  the  words 


■^ 


Mither  !  Faither  ! 

There  shall  be  an  answer  given 
In  the  glorious  light  of  heaven  ; 
Hope  shall  have  its  glad  fruition 
In  the  shout  of  recognition, 
Mither  !  Faither  ! 


THOMAS   NUTTALL 

DIED    DECEMBER    22,    1889 

He  sleeps,  with  his  dear  one  beside  him, 
Where  Nature  has  lavished  her  dower, 

In  the  beautiful  Llantisilio, 

Fit  haunt  of  the  fern  and  the  flower  ! 

In  the  land  that  is  honoured,  and  justly 
Accorded  its  beauty's  high  claim  ; 

Whose  mountains  and  valleys  are  sacred 
As  themes  of  the  bardic  flame  ! 

He  sleeps  where  the  wild  dove's  cooing 
Floats  down  from  the  high-branch'd  tree 

When  summer  earth's  glory  renewing 
Is  hailed  with  a  rapturous  glee. 

Oh,  his  was  the  worth  unassuming. 

That  pushed  no  good  deed  to  the  fore  ; 

His  heart,  like  his  good  English  oak-tree, 
Was  honest  and  sound  at  the  core. 

With  manners,  loo,  simple  and  kindly. 
Ho  liore  himself  free  from  disguise, 

Not  spoiled  by  conventional  custom, 
Nor  proud  with  prosperity's  prize. 
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Well  pleased  in  the  children's  circle, 
He  took  in  their  pleasures  a  part  ; 

We  saw  in  his  twinkle  of  humour 
The  joy  that  welled  up  in  his  heart. 

He  sleeps  in  the  valley  of  beauty, 
My  friend  of  the  days  of  old, 

Whose  sympathy  gave  to  a  duty 
A  value  more  precious  than  gold  ! 


EDWIN   WAUGH 

BORN   JANUARY  29,   1817 
DIED   APRIL  30,   1800 

Peace,  Edwin  !  but  we  feel  it  hard 
To  part  with  thee,  our  native  bard, 
So  held  by  us  in  fond  regard 

For  many  a  year  ; 
What  wonder  we  may  not  retard 

The  friendly  tear  ! 

Since  first  thy  sweet  domestic  lay 
The  good  wife  sang  so  merrily, 
To  shame  her  laggard  lord's  delay 

From  home  and  duty, 
Our  hearts  thou  hast  not  ceased  to  sway 

With  words  of  beauty. 

Nor  turned  we  to  thy  mirth  in  vain, 
Beneath  dull  care's  oppressive  reign, 
Or,  did  the  sympathetic  vein 

Our  spirits  crave  ? 
Who  woke  for  us  the  tender  strain 
In  ''Willy's  grave"  ? 
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Oh,  soul  of  humour  and  of  song, 
Thine  was  the  joy  and  passion  strong 
When  duty  from  the  city's  throng 

Had  loosed  the  tether  ; 
To  roam  the  breezy  moors  among 

For  "  tufts  of  heather." 

No  more  thy  form  with  manly  stride 
Shall  pass  along  the  country-side  ; 
Where  many  a  floral  gem  is  spied 

Now  spring  returns  ; 
How  such  evoked  thy  praise  and  pride, 

Our  English  Burns  ! 

At  sight  of  Beauty's  heavenly  beam 

Thou  did'st  return  a  joyous  gleam, 

And,  thrilled  through  all  thy  vital  stream, 

Did'st  strike  the  lyre, 
And  sang  the  ever-glorious  theme, 

Love's  kindling  fire. 

Great  master  of  our  northern  flow 

Of  dialect,  shall  time  o'erthrow 

The  speech  in  which  thy  brightest  glow 

Of  genius  shone  ? 
We  fear,  we  fear  it  too  must  go 

As  thou  art  gone  ! 

But  leave  us,  friend,  to  guard  thy  fame, 
While  song  and  story  raise  acclaim 
Around  the  bright  domestic  flame, 

It  shall  be  heard  ! 
Our  children,  too,  shall  keep  thy  name 

A  household  word. 


J.  C.    SCHOLES 

DIED   JUNE   18,   1890 

Wake,  kindly  Muse,  a  tributary  lay, 

For  him  who  wrought  in  life  with  such  high  aim, 

And  felt  within  him  the  incentive  flame 

To  work  with  all  his  might  while  it  was  day. 

His  task  unfinished !     Is  it  so  discerned 
By  Him  who  bade  His  servant  go  to  rest  ? 
And  well  he  sleeps,  who,  having  done  his  best, 
Throws  down  the  spoils  of  life  so  nobly  earned. 

Though  rosy  health  denied  her  living  force, 
(And  oft  her  gifts  withheld  he  might  deplore,) 
The  spirit  of  the  man  his  weakness  bore, 
And  urged  him  onward  in  his  useful  course. 

How  such  evoke  our  love  and  warmest  praise, 
Who  'neath  the  weight  of  suffering  murmur  not, 
But  calmly  take  their  heaven-appointed  lot, 
Extracting  sweetness  from  their  bitter  days. 

What  wonder  they  should  have  an  honoured  name, 
Who  lives  of  ease  and  selfishness  contemn  ; 
Ami,  truly,  we  may  claim  for  them 
The  path  of  duty  as  their  path  of  fame. 
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Here  falls  our  friend,  who  wrought  in  life's  short 

span, 
With  diligence  of  hand,  unflagging  zeal ; 
Are  there  not  some  who  shall  the  impulse  feel 
To  follow  his  example  as  a  man  ? 


ELIZABETH   ANN    HOLT 

On  the  dreary  morning  of  Monday,  November  10,  1890,  this 
amiable  young  woman,  whilst  going  to  fulfil  her  weekly  duties  as 
pupil  teacher  at  the  Belmont  National  School,  near  Bolton,  was 
brutally  murdered  at  a  lonely  part  of  the  road  adjoining  Longworth 
Clough,  her  body  being  found,  after  the  lapse  of  several  days, 
partially  hidden  by  leaves  and  fern  bracken.  The  wretched  per- 
pretator  of  this  horrible  crime — James  Macdonald — suffered  the 
extreme  penalty  of  the  law. 

Dismally  dawned  the  fatal  day  ! 

Misty  and  sombre-lmed  ; 
When  thou,  dear  form,  wert  torn  away 

To  death  and  solitude  ; 
To  a  ravine,  whose  tragic  scene 

With  horror  deep  was  viewed  ! 

Rising,  perchance,  from  pleasant  dreams, 

Ye  visions  fair,  alas  ! 
Her  face  adorned  with  beauty's  beams, 

Conceive  that  lovely  lass  ! 
Whose  beauty's  dower  in  one  brief  hour 

Must  perish  like  the  grass. 

As  little  recks  the  mother  there 

Her  dire  impending  loss  ; 
As  now  their  morning's  simple  fare 

Her  kindly  thoughts  engross  ; 
Standing  beneath — all  unaware — 

The  shadow  of  the  cross  ! 
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Dear  hallowed  scene  !     Who  might  forecast 
Such  change  in  life's  young  day  ? 

No  murmur  of  the  coming  blast 
That  swept  its  hopes  away — 

The  lamb,  now  eating  its  repast, 
So  soon  the  tiger's  prey  ! 

The  sweet  "  Good  morning  "  said  no  more 

That  maiden  fair  shall  meet 
A  loving  parent  at  the  door, 

Nor  joys  domestic  greet — 
Ne'er  friendship's  face,  nor  love's  embrace 

Wake  one  responsive  beat ! 

With  lightsome  step  and  heart  as  gay, 

She  forth  to  duty  hies 
Along  the  well-accustomed  way, 

But  suddenly  espies 
Close  by  her  side,  with  stealthy  stride, 

A  fiend  in  human  guise  ! 

Filled  with  a  dread  uncertainty, 

She  starts  from  his  control ; 
Her  eyes  aflame  with  purity, 

His  fed  with  hellish  coal ; 
Where  she  must  read  with  fear  indeed, 

The  index  of  his  soul ! 

Dear,  hapless  maid,  so  wildly  tossed 

By  apprehensive  dread, 
To  love  and  hope  untimely  lost, 

Earth's  fairest  vision  fled  ; 
In  such  a  need  may  mercy  speed 

Her  passage  to  the  dead  ! 
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Calling  in  vain  for  human  aid 

And  earth's  protecting  rod, 
Uplooks  she  then  from  earth  and  men 

To  angels  and  to  God, 
The  reason  goes  !     The  life-blood  flows  ! 

And  stains  the  moorland  sod  ! 

Untended  on  the  cold,  damp  ground, 

From  sympathy's  command, 
For  all  unknown  she  lies  alone, 

Her  head  upon  her  hand  ; 
The  casket  there  !  the  jewel  rare 

Has  reached  the  heavenly  land  ! 

Oh,  history,  thou  dost  supply 

Extremes  that  strike  us  dumb  ; 
How  startling  to  the  mortal  eye  ! 

So  good,  so  bad,  are  some  ; 
Here,  modest  worth  to  charm  the  earth, 

There,  moral  spectres  come  ! 

Overwhelmed  before  the  awful  sight, 

Our  eyes  with  grief  are  dim  ; 
May  mercy  with  a  ray  of  light 

The  blackest  picture  rim  ; 
And  he  who  stands  with  guilty  hands, 

May  mercy  come  to  him  ! 


JAMES   CRAIG 

DEAR  Scotland  !  was  not  this  thy  son  ? 
A  truer  ne'er  thy  borders  trod  ! 
When,  after  many  years  had  gone, 
He  sought  again  his  native  sod  ; 
We  asked  him  how  he  felt  the  while 
He  viewed  once  more  thy  glens  and  rills, 
He  answered  with  a  glowing  smile, 
"  I  could  have  kissed  the  very  hills." 

His  boyhood  days  he  lived  again, 
Old  scenes  returned  that  time  endears  ; 
His  love  for  thee,  like  ripening  grain, 
Grew  richer  with  life's  ripening  years. 
Oh,  blest  the  land,  the  patriot's  home, 
Whose  name  his  inmost  nature  thrills, 
Who  says  of  thee,  though  far  he  roam, 
That  he  could  kiss  thy  very  hills  ! 

Now  he  is  gone,  my  bosom  friend, 
Gone  where  the  best  and  noblest  go  ; 
Thus  earthly  friendships  have  an  end, 
But  heaven  no  parting  scene  shall  know  ; 
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Transplanted  to  that  glorious  strand 
Joy  ever  on  his  soul  distils, 
What  wonder  now,  in  that  bright  land, 
If  he  should  kiss  its  very  hills  ! 


[The  following  three  pieces,  together  with  the  first  poem  in  the 
book,  entitled  "  Kind  Words,"  were  suggested  by  the  dying 
words  of  the  author's  daughter,  whose  life  of  exceptional 
beauty  and  usefulness  came  to  a  close  in  the  twenty-first  year 
of  her  age.] 


HEART    LONGINGS 

"  'Tis  a  mystery,  but  all  will  come  out  right  in  the  end." 

WHEN  day  is  declining,  and  night  comes  apace, 
I  look  round  the  hearth  on  each  dearly  loved  face, 
But,  oh,  there  is  one,  there  is  one  vacant  place, 
For  Annie,  dear  Annie's  away  ! 

Yet  often  I  fancy  her  footstep  is  nigh, 
Breathe  softly  her  name,  but  there  comes  no  reply, 
And  still  the  sad  heart  must  in  bitterness  sigh 
For  Annie,  dear  Annie  away  ! 

The  hands  once  so  busy  in  toiling  for  bread, 
Or  lifted  in  prayer  when  devotions  were  said, 
Lie  cold  as  the  stones  in  the  river's  lone  bed, 
Oh  Annie,  sweet  Annie,  away  ! 

Now  dim  are  the  eyes  in  which  love  shone  so  clear, 
And  hushed  is  the  voice  that  was  music  to  hear, 
That  bade  us  so  often  to  be  of  good  cheer, 
Alas,  for  my  Annie  away  ! 
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No  more  will  she  rapt  and  devotedly  pore 
On  the  page  of  the  Book,  with  its  wonderful  lore, 
The  songs  of  her  Zion  shall  charm  us  no  more, 
For  Annie,  sweet  Annie's  away  ! 

Ye  bonnie  bright  flowers  that  gladdened  her  gaze, 
And  woke  in  her  heart  admiration  and  praise, 
She  lingers  no  more  on  your  beautiful  rays, 
For  Annie,  dear  Annie's  away  ! 

Sweet  childhood  was    drawn  by  her  love-beaming 

features, 
For  love  she  had  ever  for  all  of  God's  creatures, 
And  patient  to  learn  at  the  feet  of  His  teachers 
Was  Annie,  my  Annie,  away  ! 

Oh,  peace-loving  spirit  that  dreaded  commotion, 
Yet  brave  in  endeavour  and  truest  devotion, 
The  thought  of  thee  ever  wakes  sweetest  emotion, 
My  Annie,  my  Annie,  away  ! 

The  convoy  of  angels  our  eyes  might  not  see, 
Whose  message,  a  message  of  mercy  must  be, 
"  The  Master  is  come,  and  He  calleth  for  thee," 
Oh,  Annie,  for  ever  away  ! 


FAITH   AND   DUTY 

"  Duty !  duty  !     God  will  uphold  the  right." 

Speak,  brother,  to  thy  fainting  soul, 

Say  "  Why  art  thou  cast  down  ?  " 
The  arm  that  doth  the  world  control 

Shall  lead  thee  to  renown  ; 
Truth  shall  prevail,  and  thou  shalt  see 

Her  wonder-working  might, 
Let  this  thy  battle-cry  still  be, 

"  God  will  uphold  the  right  !  " 

Doth  calumny  thy  name  becloud  ? 

Has  friendship's  heart  grown  cold  ? 
In  conscious  rectitude  unbowed 

Thy  sacred  fortress  hold  ; 
Thy  righteousness  the  Lord  shall  bring 

Forth  as  the  noonday  light, 
And  thou  shalt  raise  thy  voice  and  sing 

"  God  will  uphold  the  right  !  " 

Art  thou  distressed  for  Zion's  weal  ? 

See'st  thou  with  secret  shame 
The  lack  of  God-directed  zeal 

In  those  who  name  His  name  ? 

266 


FAITH  AND  DUTY  267 

With  thine  own  adversaries  cope 

And  keep  thine  armour  bright  ; 
Bate  not  one  jot  of  heart  or  hope, 

"  God  will  uphold  the  right  !  " 


Does  no  one  rise  thy  cause  to  plead, 

Goes  unredressed  thy  wrong  ? 
And  thou  must  cry  in  sorest  need, 

"  How  long,  0  Lord,  how  long  ?  " 
One  shall  appear  in  His  good  time 

Thy  waiting  to  requite, 
In  quietness  thy  soul  possess, 

"  God  will  uphold  the  right !  " 


Have  sorrow's  floods  upon  thee  burst, 

Away  thy  treasures  torn  ? 
And,  Job-like,  hast  thou  darkly  cursed 

The  day  that  thou  wert  born  ? 
Then  Job-like  wilt  thou  not  declare 

"  I'll  trust  Him  though  He  smite." 
Sweet  hope  shall  triumph  o'er  despair, 

"  God  will  uphold  the  right  !  " 


Still  unto  duty  be  thou  true 

And  dare  the  consequence, 
Aye  ready  her  commands  to  do, 

And  feel  the  blessed  sense 
Of  conscious  power  that  comes  to  those 

Who  keep  their  garments  white  ; 
One  such  shall  chase  a  thousand  foes, 

"  God  will  uphold  the  right  !  " 


268  FAITH  AND   DUTY 

Perchance  the  sufferer's  conch  hath  been 

The  testing-place  for  thee, 
And  scarce,  the  rifted  clouds  between, 

One  promise  thou  canst  see  ; 
"  At  eventide  (so  may  thy  faith 

Exult)  it  shall  be  light," 
Still  shouting  in  the  face  of  death, 

"  God  will  uphold  the  right  !  " 


A   CHRISTIAN'S   BURIAL 

"  Bury  me  like  a  Christian." 

"  BURY  me  like  a  Christian."     Daughter  mine, 
How  we  do  ponder  o'er  thy  parting  words  ! 
Ere  struggling  nature  snapped  her  vital  cords, 
And  thy  free  spirit  soared  to  worlds  divine. 

Yes,  like  a  Christian  we  have  laid  thee  down, 
In  sure  and  certain  hope  of  that  dread  day 
Of  glorious  resurrection,  when  for  aye 
Thy  brow  shall  sparkle  with  a  fadeless  crown. 

The  voice  of  pity  may  not  wake  the  dead, 
Nor  grief  avail  though  all  our  tears  be  spent, 
But,  bending  o'er  this  hallowed  tenement, 
We  hear  the  Master  say — "  Be  comforted  !  " 
Sweet  Annie,  rest,  thy  life  was  brief  and  fair, 
Thy  love's  forget-me-not  my  heart  shall  ever  wear  ! 


DUKE   OF   CLARENCE 

DIED    JANUARY   14,   1892 

On  her  two  manly  sons  the  mother  gazed 

With  love  and  pride,  warm  from  a  mother's  heart, 

Scarce  from  their  noble  forms  her  eyes  she  raised 

Ere  she  beheld  grim  Death,  with  sudden  start, 

As  for  a  moment  high  he  poised  a  dart 

Straight  for  the  bosom  of  her  younger  son  ; 

"  Stay,   monster,    stay  ! "    she   cried,    "  my    darling 

spare," 
To  which  he  answer  gave,  "  What's  now  amiss  ? 
Keep  thou  that  son,  but  I  will  then  have  this." 
Then  on  the  eldest  of  the  princely  pair 
He  hurled  his  weapon  as  with  lightning  speed, 
Alas,  alas,  what  an  exchange  indeed  ! 
Heaven's    comforts    cheer    our     honoured     Queen 

to-day, 
The  hearts  parental,  and  the  beauteous  May. 
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CHARLES   H ADDON    SPURGEON 

DIED   JANUARY   31,   1892 

And  now  another  prince  is  gone, 

Death,  how  thine  arrows  fly  ! 
Thy  victims  fall  beside  the  throne, 
And  some,  to  all  the  world  unknown, 
In  lonely  garrets  lie. 

And  he,  a  Prince  in  Israel, 

Mighty  in  word  and  deed, 
Succumbs  before  thy  purpose  fell, 
The  while  our  heaving  bosoms  tell 

He  wins  our  warmest  meed. 

The  struggle  long-sustained  is  past, 
The  calm  comes  sweet  and  pure  ; 

His  bark,  long  swept  by  suffering's  blast, 

Rides  nobly  into  port  at  last, 
Eternally  secure. 

But  few  may  hold  the  weighty  trust 

Heaven  did  to  him  confide  ; 
But  ne'er  one  talent  went  to  rust, 
His  sickle,  in  tin-  harvesl  thrust, 

With  growing  zeal  In-  plied. 
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His  words  of  peace  have  charmed  the  earth, 

Soothing  as  summer's  even  ; 
But  where  he  saw  foul  passion's  birth, 
His  solemn  eloquence  shot  forth 

The  thunderbolts  of  Heaven. 

Upon  his  soul-convincing  speech 

What  breathless  numbers  hung  ! 
He  showed  thy  potency  to  teach, 
How  all  thy  pathos-depth  to  reach, 
Thou  good  old  Saxon  tongue  ! 

Come,  children,  lay  your  tribute- wreath 

Above  the  funeral  pall  ; 
Your  father  now  lies  cold  in  death, 
But  doubt  not,  with  his  dying  breath, 

He  blessed  you  one  and  all. 

All  sects,  all  parties,  gather  here, 

With  common  sorrow  bend 
Around  our  hero's  honoured  bier, 
For  Truth  has  lost  a  champion  dear, 

Humanity  a  friend. 


JOHN   GREENLEAF  WHITTIER 

The  wondrous  vision  of  the  poet-seer 

Is  dimmed,  and  silent  now  the  glorious  lyre 
(Mighty  the  cause  of  freedom  to  inspire), 

And  hushed  the  voice  that  rang  its  clarion  cheer  : 

We  felt  its  charm,  and  turned  the  listening  ear 
To  catch  the  words  that  bade  us  never  tire 
On  duty's  path,  till  heaven  itself  came  nigher, 

And  life's  horizon  grew  with  glory  clear. 

Britannia  mourns  with  thee,  Columbia,  now 
Thy  most  illustrious  singer  calmly  laid 
Upon  his  honoured  bier.     Come  youth  and  maid, 

Childhood  and  age,  here  in  death's  presence  bow  ; 
Peace  bring  thy  symboldeaf,  it  ne'er  shall  fade, 

And  wreathe  for  immortality  his  brow  ! 
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ALFRED,  LORD   TENNYSON 

And  noble  Tennyson  has  "  crossed  the  bar  !  " 

The  bard  of  beauty,  chivalry,  and  love ; 

The  poet-constellation  hath  no  star 

That  shines  with  fairer  lustre,  or  can  move 

To  finer  admiration  England's  soul. 

His  dust  she  honours  in  her  ancient  fane, 

Lo  !  now  the  notes  of  solemn  music  roll, 

Yet  through  the  dirge  runs  faith's  triumphant  strain  ; 

A  solemn  sight,  in  truth,  yet  truly  grand, 

As  up  the  nave  they  bear  him  to  his  bed, 

About  his  bier  the  noblest  of  the  land, 

The  illustrious  living  'mid  the  illustrious  dead, 

Who  views  the  scene  will  ne'er  the  day  forget, 

Proud  of  his  country  and  her  Laureate  ! 
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ON   THE   LOSS   OF   H.M.    BATTLESHIP 
VICTORIA 

Which  sank  suddenly  off  the  Syrian  coast,  after  being  acci- 
dentally rammed  by  the  Camperdown,  June  22,  1893. 

GONE  down  !  how  the  message  strikes  through 

The  heart  of  old  England  again  ; 
And  Tryon  is  gone  with  his  brave 

Three  hundred  and  sixty  men. 

We  hoped  that  the  rumour  was  vain, 

Alas  !  it  was  terrible  truth  ; 
And  weather-worn  seamen  lie  cold 

With  the  flower  of  our  English  youth. 

Not  lost  in  the  battle  shock, 

Or  hurricane  blast  they  be  ; 
Nor  driven  to  death  on  the  rock, 

But  sunk  in  a  placid  sea  ! 

Alike  in  a  national  joy 

And  a  national  grief  we  are  one, 
Time's  changes  shall  never  destroy 

Bonds  that  are  humanity's  own. 

•275 


276      LOSS  OF  ff.il/.  BATTLESHIP  "  VICTORIA" 

That  one  touch  which  makes  the  world  kin, 
Has  throbbed  to  earth's  farthest  bound  ; 

And  people  of  numberless  tongues 
Unite  in  a  sorrow  profound. 

Though  loved  ones  return  not  again, 
Their  names  in  our  hearts  we  enshrine  ; 

While  Britain,  still  ruling  the  main, 
Extends  her  illustrious  line. 

From  "  peace,  pomp,  and  splendour  "  they  go, 

Alas  !  for  earth's  fitful  scene  ; 
'Midst  death,  and  disaster,  and  woe, 

Rise,  Faith,  with  thy  presence  serene  ! 
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ALFRED    BARNES 

DIED   SEPTEMBER   3,   1893 

AMID  the  Sabbath's  calm  he  passed  away, 

But  left  a  name  to  many  hearts  endeared  ; 

In  life  respected  and  in  death  revered, 

His  influence  for  good  shall  live  for  aye ! 

The  private  walks  of  life  adorned  he  well, 

And  filled  with  dignity  the  civic  chair  ; 

There  was  about  him  a  benignant  air, 

A  charm  oft  felt,  but  undefinable. 

With  soul  attuned  to  music,  he  is  gone, 

Where  "  concord  of   sweet  sounds "  shall  know  no 

jars, 
And  we  shall  meet  him  there  beyond  the  stars. 
Meanwhile,  with  brighter  hopes,  we  journey  on, 
And  emphasise  these  words  we  surely  can  : 
We  saw  in  him  the  Christian  gentleman ! 
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BY  FIRE  AND  BY  WATER— HURRIED  HOME 

PROUD  of  our  race,  repeat  the  stirring  tale 
Of  noblest  deeds  in  duty's  service  done, 
Still  dawn  heroic  days,  whose  brightening  sun 
Our  children  coming  in  our  stead  shall  hail. 

Imagination  paints  the  fiery  gale, 
And  that  grim  race  for  life  so  barely  won  ; 
Alas  !  for  those  who  might  not  death  outrun, 
Whose  direful  fate  what  stricken  hearts  bewail  ! 

Brothers  and  sisters  o'er  the  western  wave, 
Our  sympathies  we  give  (and  yours  we  crave 
For  piteous  scenes  on  Morecambe's  lovely  bay). 
How  terrible  your  loss  'mid  forest  glare  ! 
Sweet   childhood's   laughter   hushed,  where  home- 
steads faii- 
Nestled  in  snug  retreats — now  gone  for  aye  ! 
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A   GALLANT   BAND 


The  slaughter  of  Major  Wilson  and  his  gallant  band  beyond 
the  Shangani  river,  South  Africa. 


Cut  off  from  British  aid, 
They  stood,  a  lonely  band, 
With  pistol-shot  and  blade 
They  met  them  hand  to  hand — 
That  circling  horde  of  dusky  foes, 
Wild  with  revenge  for  recent  woes  ! 

Victims  of  dire  mishap, 
What  else  could  they  do  then, 
Thus  caught  in  a  death-trap, 
But  meet  their  fate  like  men  ? 
Thought,  oft  recurring,  brings  anew 
The  vision  of  the  gallant  few  ! 


The  elder  warrior  there, 

His  face  to  foeman  turned  ; 

The  comrade  young  and  fair, 

With  equal  valour  burned  ; 
They  fell  together  where  they  stood, 
And  earth  drank  in  their  mingled  blood. 
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Fain  would  we  lay  the  wreath 
Of  laurel  o'er  their  dust ; 
For  they  have  gone  to  death 
In  duty's  path,  we  trust ; 
While  honour  bows  the  reverent  head, 
And  claims  them  for  the  heroic  dead. 

And  we  must  sorely  grieve 

For  lover,  brother,  son  ; 

The  while  our  bosoms  heave 

O'er  war's  dread  havoc  done  ; 
And  pray  that  soon  its  fiery  dart 
May  pierce  no  more  the  human  heart ! 


THOMAS   CRICK 

VICAR    OF    FARNWOETH 
DIED   JUNE   23,   1894 

Rest,  kindly  pastor,  rest, 

Though  slain  in  manhood's  prime  ; 
For  God,  whose  ways  are  best, 

Calls  at  the  fittest  time. 

'Tis  not  by  length  of  days 
He  measures  life's  success, 

But  by  what  life  displays 
Of  truth  and  tenderness. 

By  good  wrought  in  the  shade, 

And  influence  benign  ; 
By  priceless  offerings  laid 

Upon  devotion's  shrine. 

But  oh  !     These  human  bonds, 
These  heart-roots  intertwined, 

How  soul  to  soul  responds, 

How  love  links  mind  to  mind  ! 
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With  what  intense  desire 
The  spirit  upward  turns, 

By  nature's  flickering  fire 

Love's  keenest  passion  burns  ! 

Still  time  repeats  the  tale 
Of  friendship-courses  run, 

Bids  David's  harp  bewail 
The  fall  of  Jonathan  ! 

And  Rachels,  sore  dismayed, 
Bend  o'er  the  empty  cot, 

Refusing  comfort's  aid 

For  children  that  are  not ! 

Ne'er  dawns  the  spring's  fair  morn, 
Nor  summer's  richer  day, 

But  hearts  are  found  forlorn 
Besides  death's  hallowed  clay. 

In  vain,  ye  songs  of  birds  ! 

Would  Nature's  voice  condole  ? 
Despite  her  melting  words, 

There's  winter  in  the  soul. 

But  hail,  thou  blessed  thought 

Of  that  re-union  day, 
Sweet  hope,  with  comfort  fraught 

Shall  cheer  our  homeward  way. 

Rest,  kindly  pastor,  then  ; 

Not  all  of  thee  departs  ! 
Gone  from  the  homes  of  men, 

But  not  from  loving  hearts  ! 


"ALEC"  LOUDEN 

BORN   JUNE   22,    1879 
DIED    DECEMBER   27,   1894 

Dear  Alec,  sweet  Alec,  for  thee 
The  Muse  hath  no  dolorous  strain  ; 

Though  painful  the  parting  must  be, 
And  heart-roots  be  broken  in  twain. 

If  few  were  the  years  of  thy  stay, 
We  deem  not  the  summons  unkind  ; 

The  hand  that  hath  borne  thee  away 
Hath  left  us  a  blessing  behind. 

Child  carols,  our  spirits  to  cheer, 
We  waited  for  vainly  and  long  ; 

Yet  sweet  was  thy  croon  to  our  ear 
As  the  sound  of  an  angel's  song. 

Not  thine  was  the  pleasure  to  run 
In  the  race,  or  the  boisterous  game — 

To  join  in  the  revel  and  fun 

That  boyhood  aye  greets  with  acclaim. 

To  needs  of  thy  impotent  state 
Ungrudgingly  did  we  respond  ; 

And,  oh,  thy  affection  was  great, 
So  clinging,  so  tender  and  fond  ! 
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Not  lost  is  thy  service  below, 

Life's  mission  by  thee  was  fulfilled  ; 

For  hearts  are  made  better,  we  know, 
That  have  by  thy  presence  been  thrilled. 

Sweet  spring,  with  her  life-giving  breath 
Shall  Nature  revive  as  before  ; 

But  calm  in  the  slumber  of  death, 
Dear  Alec  returneth  no  more. 

Be,  Father,  Thy  will  even  thus, 
But  lighten  faith's  eye  that  is  dim, 

The  child  will  not  come  unto  us, 
But,  oh,  we  shall  go  unto  him  ! 


A   HERO'S   DEATH 

"  In  the  fighting  on  the  Umguza  River,  Trooper  Frank  William 
Baxter  was  killed  under  distressing  circumstances.  Corporal 
Wise  having  been  severely  wounded,  and  having  his  horse  shot 
under  him,  Trooper  Baxter  gave  up  his  own  horse  to  his  wounded 
comrade,  who  was  thus  able  to  escape,  but  Baxter  himself  was 
assegaied  by  the  Matabele." — J'ide  Daily  Paper. 

We  speak  not  of  the  right  or  wrong  of  this  unhappy 

strife, 
But  note  the  tragic  ending  of  a  noble  hero's  life  ; 
The  spirit  of  self-sacrifice  still  liveth  and  is  rife  ! 


The  wild  and  reckless  spirit,  and  "  dare-devil  "  aptly 

named, 
We  praise  it  not,  but  deem  it  most  unworthy  to  be 

famed, 
And  for  some  awful  mischief  wrought  deserving  to 

be  blamed. 


But  here  a  gallant  trooper  only  sees  his  comrade's 

need, 
He  risks  his  life,  and  losing  it,  doth  win  a  nation's 

meed 
Of  love  and  admiration  for  his  brave,  unselfish  deed. 
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Oh,  Britain's  heart  beats  fondly  yet  for  all  her  worthy 

sons, 
Who  long  have  earned  a  high  renown  for  "  standing 

to  their  guns," 
And   he  who   turns   from  duty's   path  the  way  of 

honour  shuns. 


Though  we  lament  that  death  has  plucked  this  early 

manhood's  bloom 
(May  God  avert  the  troubles  still  that  in  the  distance 

loom) 
The  earth  is  consecrated  by  another  hero's  tomb  ! 


JOHN   TRAFFORD   CLEGG 

DIED   MAECH    18,    1895 

REST,  manly  toiler,  now  thy  task  is  done, 

Thy  wearied  hand  wrought  by  life's   flickering 

flame  ; 
For  still  the  prey  is  taken  by  the  lame, 

And  trophies  in  the  face  of  death  are  won. 

Oh,  how  the  spirit  doth  the  flesh  outrun, 
Fired  with  the  impulse  of  a  lofty  aim, 
Ambition  in  well-doing,  who  shall  blame  ? 

And  Worth's  high  goal  was  thine,  Lancastria's  son  ! 

"  Tim's "    Milnrow  should   feel    proud   in    owning 
thee, 
Whose  facile  pen  outlined  our  native  tongue  ; 
And  Waugh,  perchance,  beyond  hath  "  Welcome  " 
sung 
To  a  true  lover  of  his  minstrelsy  ; 
Our  noble  chieftain,  too,  brave,  doughty  Ben, 
Will  to  our  warmest  meed  respond,  "  Amen  !  " 
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BRUCE   FINDLAY 
born  1835— died  1896 

Flora,  bewail  a  lover  tried  and  true  ! 

No  transient  fire  was  his,  a  constant  flame 

Glowed  in  his  breast,  so  jealous  for  thy  fame. 
To  mark  thy  prospering  course  what  joy  he  knew  ! 
Then  o'er  his  honoured  dust  thy  gems  bestrew, 

And  twine  thy  choicest  wreath  around  his  name. 

With  what  abandonment  he  owned  thy  claim, 
And  pledged  betimes  his  fealty  anew. 

Blush  deeply,  crimson  rose  !  and  white  rose  grow 
In  spotless  form  !     Ye  orchid  tribes,  disclose 

Your  matchless  charms  to  mortal  ken,  but  know 
That  Findlay's  kindling  eyes  no  more  repose 

Upon  you  with  their  sympathetic  power, 

Held  by  the  grace  and  beauty  of  a  flower. 
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BEN   BRIERLEY 

BORN  JUNE  2G,  1825 
DIED   JANUARY   18,   1896 

We  laid  our  much-loved  Edwin  low 

'Mid  sorrow's  unaffected  show  ; 

So  loath  we  were  that  he  should  go, 

Alas  !  again 
There  comes  that  darkly  visaged  foe 

To  summon  Ben  ! 

Twin  brethren  of  our  native  shire, 
With  kindred  sympathies  and  fire, 
No  more  for  us  ye'll  wake  the  lyre, 

No  more  provoke 
The  mirth  alike  of  son  and  sire 

With  quip  and  joke  ! 

Delightful  Ben  !  with  northern  grit, 
Whose  presence  made  dull  care  to  flit. 
Our  quaintest  "  native  "  thou  could'st  hit 

Off  in  a  line  ! 
And  oft  thy  sudden  flash  of  wit 

Was  truly  fine  ! 
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Dear  was  thy  old  familiar  face, 
How  many  years  have  fled  apace 
Since  first  thy  pen  with  force  and  grace 

Was  wont  to  charm  one  ! 
Yet  kept  our  hearts  for  thee  a  place, 

And  that  a  warm  one. 

Most  grateful,  we  remember  now 
What  time,  beneath  a  spreading  bough, 
Did  "  Irkdale  "  draw  our  pensive  brow, 

Stir  pleasure  fond  ; 
How  long  upon  the  grassy  knowe 

Thy  page  we  conned  : 

With  simple  tastes  and  longings  blest, 
Thine  eye  on  nature  loved  to  rest, 
The  lowly  flower  by  earth  caressed, 

Or  layrock's  song, 
Awoke  within  thy  manly  breast 

Joy,  pure  and  strong. 

Though  life  with  thee,  we  surely  deem, 
Was  soon  a  "  disenchanted  dream," 
When  stubborn  fact  and  solemn  theme 

Thy  spirit  swayed, 
How  heavenly  hope's  inspiring  beam 

About  thee  played  ! 

No  mercenary  meed  we  pay 

To  such  as  cheer  life's  weary  way, 

But  all  our  troubled  hearts  would  say 

We  cannot  tell, 
As  from  our  midst  there  slips  away 

"  Owd  Ab  his-sel  !  " 
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With  loving  hands  thy  mortal  crust 
We  lay  to  rest  with  "  dust  to  dust," 
But  in  our  thankful  hearts  we  trust 

Thy  name  shall  live  ; 
Receiving  still  that  honour  just 

We  this  day  give. 

Old  lover  of  the  tuneful  art, 
Lamenting  sore  the  fatal  dart, 
This  humble  tribute  from  the  heart 

Doth  come  entirely  ; 
Then  take  our  blessing  as  we  part, 

0,  rare  Ben  Brierley ! 


HEROES   TWAIN 

(The  two  boys  of  Lincoln  who  were  burned  to  death  in  a  noble 
attempt  to  rescue  their  young  sister.) 

Twin  martyrs  of  devotion  fond, 

Your  fame  far  wide  hath  flown  ! 
What  eyes  bedimmed  the  tale  have  conned 

That  came  from  Lincoln  town  ; 
What  hearts  still  stirred  by  human  need, 
Have  paid  the  due  of  pity's  meed, 
And  wondered  at  the  daring  deed 
That  won  your  early  crown  ! 

Soon  as  the  bells  with  merry  chime 

Had  pealed  their  Christmas  greeting, 
And  all  the  year's  most  joyous  time 

Had  set  your  young  hearts  beating  ; 
Close  on  the  heels  of  joy  there  crept 
The  stealthy  foe,  that  silent  stept, 
Across  the  threshold  where  ye  slept, 
Your  brightest  hopes  defeating  ! 

Not  ours  to  know  the  pangs  that  wrung 

The  soul  of  her  that  bore  ye, 
And  to  the  breast  to  which  ye  clung 

Time  never  can  restore  ye. 
Though  tender  words  their  aid  confer, 
Must  weak  comparison  infer 
At  what  a  sacrifice  to  her 

Ye  climb  the  heights  of  glory  ! 
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If  tragical  the  scene,  it  brings 

Some  solace  in  reflection, 
What  joy  of  admiration  springs 

At  proofs  of  such  affection  ; 
The  charm  of  such  high  chivalry 
Shall  act  on  heroes  yet  to  be, 
And  other  scenes  of  danger  see 

The  arm  of  their  protection  ! 

Once  saved  !  and  yet  they  felt  not  saved 

That  darling  sister  wanting  ! 
And  so  the  fiery  trial  braved, 

Its  dread  their  hearts  undaunting. 
Ah,  fruitless  deed  !  say  not  the  word, 
But  be  the  sweet  emotion  stirred, 
Though  deaf  to  earth,  their  ears  have  heard 

The  choirs  of  heaven  chanting  ! 

What  joys  and  sorrows  near  allied 

Beset  this  life  of  ours  ! 
Which  may  the  mourning  wreath  provide 

Ere  fade  the  bridal  flowers  ! 
Yet  is  the  world  with  beauty  rife, 
And  peace  sits  tranquil  in  its  strife, 
And  God  the  true  and  humble  life 

With  hope  immortal  dowers  ! 


JOHN   THORNTON 

DIED   OCTOBER   1,   1896 

WITH  autumn's  precious  store  cut  down  wert  thou, 

Brother  beloved  ;  while  yet  thy  leaf  was  green 
In  manhood's  prime.     The  clustering  leaves  between 

Life's  ripening  fruit  hung  thick  upon  the  bough, 
And  at  its  richness  we  are  wondering  now  ! 

With  sure  and  steady  growth  thy  life  was  seen, 
Nor  fast,  nor  slow,  but  in  the  "  golden  mean," 

Thy  spirit  answering  to  the  thoughtful  brow  ! 

Thy  fruit  remaineth.     Mark,  oh,  rising  youth, 
How  beautiful  a  thing  is  moral  worth  ! 

Unrivalled  by  all  pleasant  things  of  earth 
Is  that  rare  beauty  born  of  love  and  truth, 

Gaze  on  it  till  thou  feel  the  kindling  flame 

That   prompts   to   noble    deeds   and  ever-'during 
fame  ! 
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THOMAS   BARNES 
DIED  APRIL  24,   1897 

FEW  be  our  words,  but  heartfelt  and  sincere, 
For  him  who  claims  the  public  meed  of  praise  ; 

Glad  if  our  sons  shall  learn  from  his  career 
Some  useful  lesson  for  their  future  days. 

The  lowlier  place  he  filled  with  mind  intent, 
And  proved  the  ancient  proverb's  truth  again, 

"  Seest  thou  a  man  in  business  diligent, 

He  before  kings  shall  stand,  and  not  mean  men." 

Alike  within  his  country's  senate  hall, 
And  in  our  busy  industry's  domain, 

His  heart  was  ever  stirred  at  duty's  call, 

And  kept  in  touch  with  human  joy  and  pain. 

Peace,  honoured  townsman  !  we  this  tribute  pay, 
Who  knew  thy  worth,  and  mourn  our  loss  to-day  ! 
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Oh,  the  pity  of  it,  truly  ! 

Blame  not  those  who  mourn  unduly, 

Not  the  surging  waves  unruly 

Dashed  the  vessel  to  its  doom  ; 

But  the  children  night-robed  neatly, 
In  their  berths  were  lying  sweetly, 
When  destruction,  ah,  how  fleetly, 

Swept  o'er  youth's  and  beauty's  bloom  ! 

Bearded  settler  home  returning, 
With  fond  recollections  burning, 
Or  anticipation's  yearning, 

Felt  with  awe  the  dreadful  shock  ! 
Never  word  of  warning  spoken, 
No  premonitory  token, 
But  in  one  brief  moment  broken, 

Slid  the  vessel  down  the  rock ! 

What  a  starting  up  from  slumber, 
In  the  midnight  drear  and  sombre, 
And  of  all  that  anxious  number 

There  remaineth  now  but  three  ! 

And  the  maiden  long  may  linger, 
The  love-token  for  her  finger 
Her  beloved  ne'er  shall  bring  her  : 

He  is  wedded  to  the  sea  ! 
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How  the  sun  of  life  shone  brightly, 
As  the  children  skipped  so  lightly, 
And  devotions  rose  up  nightly, 

With  a  prayer  for  him  afar. 

Lo,  the  shadows  shroud  his  dwelling, 
(God  prevent  the  heart's  rebelling), 
For  the  breast  with  high  hope  swelling 

Ne'er  shall  cross  the  harbour  bar  ! 

Do,  Thou,  great  eternal  Master, 
Bring  us  good  through  dire  disaster, 
Bind  the  ties  of  kindred  faster, 

With  a  firmer  trust  in  Thee. 

And  confirm  Thy  promise  given 
To  the  hearts  with  sorrow  riven, 
Till  they  come  to  Thy  fair  haven, 

"  And  there  shall  be  no  more  sea." 


PETER    MACKENZIE 

Unwearied  worker,  and  shall  we  no  more 
Thy  welcome  form  behold,  and  sunny  smile  ? 
Wilt  thou  for  us  no  more  the  hour  beguile, 

And  from  the  fount  of  thy  blithe  spirit  pour 

Inimitable  mirth,  and  boyish  fun  ? 

Wisdom  in  humour's  vein  didst  thou  convey, 
And  showed  how  earnest  souls  might  still  be  gay, 

Bade  Christians  leave  the  shade,  and  seek  the  sun  ! 

Oh,  it  was  touching  when  thy  voice  we  heard 

In  earnest  prayer,  with  trustful,  child-like  tones  ; 

By  human  suffering  was  thy  spirit  stirred, 

And  uttered  with  the  wronged  its  secret  groans. 

Just  such  a  Peter  can  we  meet  again  ? 

Thy  cheerful  love  to  God,  thy  sympathy  for  men  ? 
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JOHN   CLELLAND   CLARKE,    M.D. 

DIED   FEBRUARY   16,   1898 

Oh,  generous-hearted  Celt, 

Borne  from  our  midst  to-day  ! 
How  keen  our  loss  is  felt 
Word-tribute  may  not  say, 
But  we  would  count  it  meet  and  just 
To  honour  well  thy  mortal  dust. 


The  Esculapian  art 

Which  won  thy  valued  skill, 
Called  forth  the  fatal  dart 
That  wrought  us  so  much  ill. 
The  way  of  duty  was  to  thee 
The  path  of  death  and  victory  ! 


Not  thine  the  doubtful  fame 

Of  those  in  mortal  strife, 
Who  win  an  honoured  name 
In  taking  human  life, 
More  Christ-like  work,  in  truth,  was  thin*'. 
And  shall  with  fadeless  glory  shine. 
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Dear  Doctor,  frank  and  free, 

Not  soon  shall  we  forget 
Thy  vein  of  jollity, 

The  foe  of  fume  and  fret  ; 
Thy  fine  bonhomie,  easy  grace, 
Thy  youthful  pleasantness  of  face  ! 

To  thee,  0  Emerald  Isle, 

That  bears  a  chronic  sore, 
Yet  wears  a  winsome  smile, 
With  grief  at  thy  heart's  core, 
He  owed  his  birth,  and  pays  thee  back 
With  blessings  from  the  Sassenach  ! 


SIR   BENJAMIN   ALFRED   DOBSON, 
C.E.,    M.I.M.E. 

MAYOR   OF   BOLTON 

BORN   OCTOBER  27,  1847.      DIED  MARCH   4,   1898 

Unworthily,  it  may  be,  yet  the  Muse 

Would  in  her  measure  voice  the  public  grief 

For  him  whose  manly  form  the  tear  bedews 
As  husband,  father,  friend,  and  civic  chief. 

Oh,  sad  the  thought  that  hoary  age  should  crown 
The  useless  trifler  in  life's  busy  ways, 

While  death  must  strike  the  foremost  toiler  down, 
Snatch  from  his  honoured  brow  the  well-won 
bays ! 

So  falleth  he,  our  most  illustrious  son, 

Who  sought  so  valiantly  the  common  good  ; 

No  means  unworthy  soiled  his  laurels  won, 
Without  reproach  and  without  fear  he  stood. 

No  platitudes  of  praise  for  him  we  vent, 

Whose  thorough   virtues  won  our  native  pride  ; 

And  with  his  stronger  nature  there  was  blent 
The  kindly  flow,  the  sympathetic  tide. 
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Such  elements  wrought  in  him  as  hath  made 
Our  Empire  great,  and  so  exceeding  vast  ; 

Sons  of  our  Sires  !  on  you  the  trust  is  laid 
To  make  her  future  glorious  as  the  past  ! 

Not  unimproved  shall  pass  the  occasion  dire, 
That  leaves  its  impress  on  aspiring  youth  ; 

Fans  in  the  breast  the  emulative  fire 

To  champion  all  that  bears  the  stamp  of  truth  ! 

The  voice  of  party  strife  is  hushed  to-day, 
As  reverently  we  crowd  the  honoured  bier  ! 

While  tribute  to  high  worth  we  fondly  pay, 
To  yeoman  service  and  a  just  career. 

How  futile  those  divisions  we  set  up, 

Which  Nature  sweeps  away  in  her  distress  ! 

With  common  fate  we  drink  life's  bitter  cup, 
Our  equal  privilege  to  cheer  and  bless. 

If  aught  may  mitigate  the  grief  of  those 
Bound  by  the  dearest  ties  of  life  to  him, 

Our  flame  of  love,  that  most  in  sorrow  glows, 
Shall  as  a  glory-ray  their  dark  cloud  rim  ! 


EMPRESS   OF   AUSTRIA 

ASSASSINATED   AT   GENEVA,  SEPTEMBER  10,   1898. 

0  empress,  well-beloved  ! 

By  many  a  token  proved, 

The  world's  great  heart  is  moved 

At  thy  off -taking  ! 
We  ask,  with  heads  low-bowed, 
Why  are  such  deeds  allowed  ? 
One  in  a  million-crowd 

Such  sorrow  making  ! 

Fallen  the  chaplet  now 
Which  well  became  thy  brow  ; 
Regal  by  nature  thou 

More  than  by  station. 
Now  calmed  the  sad  unrest 
Of  thy  maternal  breast ; 
The  peace  that  crowns  thy  quest 
Hath  awed  a  nation  ! 

Pride  of  the  Austrian  land  ! 
Who  journeyed  hand  in  hand 
With  him,  whose  high  command 
The  dark  cloud  covers. 
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Less  on  your  high  estate 
Sweet  memories  shall  wait, 
Than  what  hath  made  you  great 
As  royal  lovers  ! 


How  doth  the  soul  respond 
To  those  affections  fond 
Of  love's  idyllic  bond, 

'Midst  high  or  lowly  ! 
Life's  charm  they  shall  impart 
Despite  the  assassin's  dart, 
And  every  faithful  heart 

Shall  keep  them  holy  ! 


Brave  lady,  whose  glad  smile 
Oft  blest  our  native  isle, 
Its  rural  scenes  the  while 

Winning  your  praises  ! 
Who  on  swift  charger  sped, 
Or  with  a  lightsome  tread 
Pressed  down  the  lowly  head 

Of  our  own  daisies  ! 


Ye  shall  not  pass  unsung, 
But  wide  our  English  tongue 
Shall  tell  to  old  and  young 

Your  gifts  and  graces  ; 
Of  beauty's  witching  ray, 
The  dawn  of  trouble's  day, 
The  tragic  wrench  away 

From  love's  embraces  ! 
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She  whom  these  realms  adore 
Shall  grieve  at  her  heart's  core 
(Knowing  herself  the  sore 

Of  unhealed  sorrow), 
And  bless  the  stricken  chief, 
Sustaining  his  belief 
Beyond  this  night  of  grief 

Is  joy's  "  Good  morrow  !  " 
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THE  FOUNDERING  OF  THE  S.S.  STELLA 

ON   THE   CASQUET   ROCKS,   MARCH   30,   1899 

With  bright  and  happy  greetings, 
And  good  wishes  for  the  day, 

With  nigh  two  hundred  souls  aboard, 
Who  formed  a  glad  array  ; 

The  trim  and  gallant  Stella, 

From  Southampton  sailed  away. 

The  tradesman  from  the  city, 

With  his  thoughtful  brow  was  there, 

The  kind  and  comely  matron, 
And  the  maiden  blithe  and  fair  ; 

And  there  were  little  children,  too, 
So  sweet  and  debonair  ! 


And  proud  the  captain  might  be 
Of  his  good  and  honest  crew, 

For  still  the  British  sailor's  heart 
Beats  ever  leal  and  true  ; 

The  toughest  piece  of  duty 

Finds  him  there  to  "  see  it  through." 
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Thus  loosened  from  her  moorings, 
And  dowered  with  loving  cheers, 

The  good  ship  sped,  "a  thing  of  life" 
With  all  her  hopes  and  fears ! 

The  strong  hands  on  her  pulsing  heart 
Of  those  brave  engineers  ! 

The  faces  of  the  old  and  young 

Were  lit  with  pleasant  smiles  ; 
The  joyous  bark  bid  fair  to  win 

The  lovely  Channel  Isles  ; 
And  there  lay  cosy  Alderney 

But  distant  some  eight  miles. 

#  #  «  * 

The  fair  prow  cleft  the  misty  banks, 

The  fog  alarm  was  heard  ; 
Yet  slackened  not  his  pace  the  while 

That  sea-chief  undeterred. 
Ah,  more  than  mortal  man  was  he 

Who  ne'er  in  judgment  erred  ! 

Death  comes  to  us  by  slow  approach, 

Or  comes  by  sudden  shocks  ; 
And  dashes  out  our  brightest  hopes, 

Our  fairest  vision  mocks  ; 
And  so  the  sea-steed  wildly  leapt 

Upon  the  Casquet  Rocks  ! 

But  with  what  awful  suddenness 

The  danger  on  them  burst  ! 
As  clear  rang  out  the  captain's  voice — 

His  mind  foresaw  the  worst — 
"  The  women  and  the  children  place 

Safe  in  the  boats  the  first  !  " 
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And  so  above  the  surgings  loud 

The  clear,  stern  order  rang, 
And  to  his  word  the  dauntless  crew 

Responded  to  a  man  ; 
He  waved  his  hand,  with  last  command, 

"  Now  save  himself  who  can." 

The  sight  of  that  true  captain  there, 

Erect  and  eagle-eyed, 
Shall  live  in  hearts  that  mourn  he  was 

A  better  fate  denied  : 
Yet  blest  is  he  to  duty  wed, 

Whatever  ills  betide ! 

And  deeds  of  rare  self-sacrifice 
Were  through  that  peril  wrought, 

And  human  souls  were  lifted  high 
Above  the  sordid  thought ; 

No  fighting  for  the  foremost  place, 
And  yet  for  life  they  fought ! 

How  those  bereaved  in  sympathy 

Our  very  souls  outdraw  ! 
0  fearful  sea,  0  cruel  sea, 

Inexorable  thy  law  ! 
God's  work  majestical  that  fills 

The  mind  with  reverent  awe  ! 

0  God,  the  toilworn  mariner, 
Whose  prayer  comes  up  to  Thee, 

Safe  guide  him  to  that  country,  where 
His  heart  desires  to  be  ; 

Of  which  the  seer  of  Patmos  wrote, 
"  And  there  was  no  more  sea." 


THE   FALL   OF   OMDURMAN 

The  flowing  pen  shall  sketch  the  ensanguined  field, 
And  on  the  scroll  of  fame  fresh  names  be  writ 
For  deeds  our  martial  annals  well  befit. 

Valour  to  Britain's  heart  hath  e'er  appealed, 

Responsive  now,  it  grateful  praise  doth  yield. 
From  Sirdar  to  the  least  of  our  allies. 
Peace  !  to    the   loved   who   sleep    'neath    foreign 
skies, 

Their  last  dread  strokes  the  cords  of  bondage  split  ! 

And  braver  foes  ne'er  met  them  face  to  face, 
Misguided  and  made  cruel  by  misrule, 
Victims  of  superstitions  that  befool  ; 

If  they  have  erred  where  lieth  the  disgrace  ? 

Christ  !  bless  the  children  of  a  valiant  race, 

And  bid  Thy  teachers  bring  them  to  Thy  school  ! 
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We  speak  with  bated  breath 
Of  comrades  gone  to  death 

Through  awful  scenes  that  baffle  tongue 
or  pen  ; 
We  mourn  the  loved  and  brave 
O'erwhelmed  beneath  the  wave, 

For  sympathetic  yet  are  Englishmen. 


The  bridegroom  and  the  bride 
Just  from  the  altar's  side, 

The  chorus  of  good  wishes  in  their  ears  ; 
Together  go  to  sleep 
Where  mighty  billows  leap, 

Alas,  for  all  our  mortal  hopes  and  fears  ! 


Who  will  not  mourn  the  young, 
Whose  artless,  prattling  tongue 

The  soul  of  parent  shall  delight  no  more  ? 
Mother  and  child  were  there, 
And  nurse  with  guardian  care, 

All  dashed  with  f  ury  on  that  rocky  shore  ! 
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Shall  we  not  mourn  the  crew 
With  skin  of  darker  hue  ? 

Sad  hearts  in  vain  shall  sigh  for  their  return  ; 
No  kindly  hand  to  close 
Their  eyes  in  death's  repose, 

Brave  toilers  of  the  deep,  your  fate  we  mourn  ! 

Not  less  we  grieve  for  them, 
Whose  bitter  flood  to  stem, 

Shall  many  a  heart-hot  word  of  love  be  said  ; 
Brother  on  foreign  strand, 
In  faith  we  take  your  hand, 

And  sorrow  with  you  for  your  honoured  dead. 

Roumania !     Fatal  word  ! 
How  will  the  soul  be  stirred, 

When  after  years  shall  ring  the  tragic  name  ; 
But  doubt  not,  deeds  of  grace, 
In  that  dread  moment's  space, 

Shall   yet  be   blazoned   on   heaven's   scroll  of 
fame  ! 

Thou  great  and  awful  sea  ! 
Dreadful  in  mystery, 

What  hearts  beneath  thy  cruel  rage  have  bled  ! 
But  thou  shalt  know  the  hour 
Of  thy  Creator's  power, 

And  thou  shalt  hear  Him  say,  "  Give  up  thy 
dead  ! " 


A   NAMELESS   PAUPER'S   GRAVE 


"  It  has  just  transpired  that  a  gipsy,  named  Lee,  who  recently 
lost  his  life  at  Folkestone  in  an  endeavour  to  rescue  two  lads,  was 
buried  by  the  parish  authorities  in  '  a  nameless  pauper's  grave.'  " 
— Vide  Daily  Pkess. 


Oh,  justice-loving  Englishmen, 

Where  is  our  shame  of  face  ? 
For  Honour  hath  been  grieved  again 

In  her  exalted  place, 
To  see  lis  put  indignity 

Upon  the  true  and  brave, 
And  give  to  noble  gipsy  Lee 

"  A  nameless  pauper's  grave." 


Had  his  unselfish  efforts  won 

The  glory  of  success, 
Snatched  from  the  jaws  of  death  a  son 

For  parents'  fond  caress, 
Fond  hearts  had  surely  ne'er  forgot 

His  sacrifice  to  save  ; 
He  failed,  alas  !  and  lo,  his  lot, 

"  A  nameless  pauper's  grave  !  " 
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We  know  not  who  is  left  to  mourn 

The  gallant  gipsy's  fate, 
If  wife,  or  child,  or  maid  o'erborne 

By  grief,  heart  desolate  ; 
He  doth  our  admiration  win 

Who  firm  to  duty  clave, 
He,  who  now  lieth  lowly  in 

"  A  nameless  pauper's  grave." 

Yet  though  so  meanly  laid  to  rest, 

Such  act  as  he  hath  wrought, 
Stirs  every  true  heroic  breast 

For  battles  yet  unfought ; 
And  o'er  each  hallowed  sepulchre 

Angelic  wings  shall  wave, 
Though  niggard  charity  confer 

"  A  nameless  pauper's  grave." 

And  his  is  but  a  sample  of 

Deeds  that  are  daily  done, 
And  heroes  that  we  reck  not  of 

Have  deathless  laurels  won  ; 
Their  record  is  above  the  skies 

Who  grandly  so  behave, 
What  matter  though  the  world  supplies 

"  A  nameless  pauper's  grave  !  " 


RICHARD   JOHNSON 

BORN   JULY   11,   1827.      DIED   MARCH  4,   1899 

0  MAN  of  God,  who  might  not  envy  thee 
The  crown  of  thy  rejoicing,  and  the  sight 
Of  lives  made  beautiful,  with  joy  made  bright, 

Freed  from  the  serf-land  of  their  misery  ? 

Still  hopeful  for  the  hojaeless,  thou  at  length 
Did'st  see  the  fruits  of  their  repentance  meet ; 
Feeling  the  ground  grow  firm  beneath  their  feet, 

They  heavenward  passed,  and  went  from  strength  to 
strength. 

And  thou  hast  honour  now  thy  work  is  done  ; 

And  thine  the  glory  death  can  ne'er  eclipse  ; 
Fresh  as  the  flowers  that  greet  the  summer  sun, 

And  sweet  as  honey  which  the  wild  bee  sips, 
Is  that  pure  homage  from  a  young  heart  won, 

The  benediction  of  a  child's  warm  lips  ! 
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Britain  !  a  name  beloved  and  feared, 
Thy  laurel  branch  of  fame  unseared 

Fair  symbol  shows  ! 
Nor  give  thy  children  cause  of  shame 
In  whom  the  patriotic  flame 

So  keenly  glows. 

Above  all  party  creed  is  rife, 
Thy  wondrous  unity  of  life, 

And  purpose  just  ! 
The  heritage  our  fathers  won 
Inviolate  from  sire  to  son 

We  hold  in  trust ! 

If  on  thy  heart  that  wiser  course, 
Which  justice  claims  o'er  brutal  force, 

Takes  firmer  hold, 
On  deck  and  field  the  thought  of  thee 
Still  fans  the  flame  of  chivalry 

As  e'er  of  old. 

Heaven-favoured  land,  that  knows  no  dearth 
Of  such  as  he  whose  wondrous  worth 

We  now  proclaim  ; 
Who  brought  such  gifts  to  honour's  shrine, 
And  adds  to  thy  illustrious  line 

So  fair  a  name. 
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Happy  the  Sovereign  that  did  own 
Such  a  strong  buttress  to  her  throne, 

That,  'mid  the  shock 
Of  falling  dynasties,  yet  stands 
(The  fear  and  envy  of  all  lands) 

Like  solid  rock. 

Magnanimous  to  all,  and  yet, 
Woe  to  the  doughty  foe  that  met 

His  onslaught  grand. 
That  armoury  of  trenchant  words 
Our  glorious  Saxon  speech  affords, 

At  his  command. 

Humanity  her  champion  owns, 
In  her  defence  his  clarion  tones 

Full  oft  were  heard  ! 
His  answering  cheer  to  sorrow's  plaint 
Gave  confidence  to  hearts  grown  faint 

Through  hope  deferred. 

If  aught  of  fine  example  still 

Doth  soul  of  youthful  manhood  thrill 

With  thought  sublime  ! 
His  noble  life's  exalted  tone 
Shall  not  our  country  bless  alone, 

But  every  clime. 

No  ill-proportioned  parts  did  mar 
That  symmetry  of  character 

By  all  admired  ; 
The  life-ideal  he  had  found 
That  ever  noblest  effort  crowned 

Or  soul  inspired  ! 
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Nature  and  grace  alike  did  dower 
His  mind  of  such  transcendent  power 

And  learned  scope  ; 
That  fixed  'mid  life's  tumultuous  swell 
Upon  the  Rock  Impregnable 

Its  faith  and  hope  ! 

Oh,  well  for  him  when  called  to  bear 
The  weight  of  years,  he  found  the  care 

Of  helpmeet  true  ; 
That  mellowed  fruit,  conjugal  bliss, 
Richer  than  love's  first  honeyed  kiss, 

Became  his  due. 

Long  shall  the  fair  domestic  scene, 
Where  sits  the  domineering  queen 

On  grandsire's  knee, 
Live  in  the  nation's  fond  regard, 
Where  social  joys  are  the  reward 

Of  sanctity. 

Sublimely  grand,  his  passing  hence  ! 
No  agitation  of  suspense 

Or  mortal  strife 
Disturbed  his  sweetness  of  repose, 
And  heavenly  music  sent  to  close 

His  "  psalm  of  life." 

Raise  we  no  controversial  theme, 
But  such  as  may  with  grace  beseem 

The  solemn  hour  ! 
Great  in  untitled  greatness  ;  ne'er 
Did  Minister  more  nobly  bear 

The  trust  of  power. 
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Whate'er  by  critic  shall  be  writ, 
With  flash  of  genius,  or  wit, 

Truth  shall  retain 
Her  right  to  emblaze  on  history — 
Gladstone  !  most  glorious  star  of  the 

Most  glorious  reign  ! 


CATHERINE    GLADSTONE 

A  SAINTLY  life,  and  temper  sweetly  wrought, 
A  sober  judgment  and  discernment  wise, 
And  reverence  for  all  domestic  ties 
She  to  her  high  position  ever  brought ! 
A  hero  worshipper  she  was,  and  fought 
Beside  her  hero,  and  drew  from  his  eyes 
That  subtle  force  the  soul  to  speech  denies — 
The  inspiration  of  approving  thought ! 

We  know  that  she  who  rules  this  empire  vast 
(Queen,  venerable  in  years  and  honoured — crowned) 
Recalls  to-day  the  worth  of  service  past 
Of  him  who  loyal  to  her  throne  was  found  ; 
Divides  her  praise  for  him  who  fought  and  led 
With  her  whose  cheery  word  his  ardour  fed. 
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PETER   GREENHALGH 

DIED  JANUARY   11,   1900 

What  !     "  Peter  "  gone  !  whose  name  a  household 
word 

So  long  has  been  :  and  loved  by  old  and  young  ! 

How  wise  and  witty  was  his  ready  tongue, 
And  racy  of  our  native  speech  :  That  stirred 
So  oft  our  laughter,  and  as  often  won, 

By  plaintive  tones,  our  sympathetic  flame 

For  life's  unfortunates — the  halt  and  lame  ; 
And  those  who  by  their  folly  were  undone  ! 

His  eye  of  fun  and  humour  ever  keen, 

Showed  love  and  tenderness  for  sweet  young  life  ; 

And  youthful  forms,  with  grace  and  beauty  rife, 
Felt  proud  to  know  he  passed  them  not  unseen. 
This  sentence  brief  our  warmest  meed  conveys — 

"  He  loved  the  children."    Is  not  this  high  praise  ? 


VICTORIA'S   GREAT   RESOLVE 

"  I  WILL  be  good,"  she  said,  ere  on  her  brow 

The  symbol  of  high  royalty  was  set  ! 

How  fared  that  great  resolve  well  know  we  now — 

A  mourning  nation  at  her  burial  met, 

To  bid  her  a  farewell  with  fond  regret ; 

And  'midst  the  flow  of  grief's  impassioned  tide 

We  yield  with  tardy  hand  stern  nature's  debt— 

For  she  must  sleep  her  honoured  spouse  beside, 

Worthy  of  him,  indeed,  he  worthy  such  a  bride  ! 

Our  Queen  was  human,  could  she  hope  to  win 

Exemption  from  the  judgments  of  mankind  ? 

"  One  touch  of  nature  makes  the  whole  world  kin  !  " 

So  by  her  deeds  of  sympathy  refined 

She  won  the  homage  of  the  noblest  mind. 

As  over  some  life-tragedy  she  wept, 

And  to  the  tale  of  grief  her  ear  inclined, 

How  many  a  widow's  heart  for  joy  has  leapt 

To  see  her  kindly  care  was  ever  wakeful  kept  ! 

Oh,  not  the  pomp  and  pageantry  of  state, 
Shall  be  the  picture  in  her  people's  heart  ! 
But  higher  far  those  hallowed  scenes  we  rate 
Wherein  she  played  so  well  the  mother's  part  : 
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And  ruled  by  force  of  each  endearing  art — 
Tapping  the  upper  and  the  nether  springs  ! 
Her  humble  trust,  when  death's  unerring  dart 
Laid  low  her  loved  ones,  snapped  her  music-strings, 
Ah,  these  are  scenes  to  which  the  nation's  memory 
clings  ! 


So  for  the  fairest  prize  of  all  she  bid, 
With  meekly  daring  and  ingenuous  zeal  ; 
And  things  oft  from  "  the  wise  and  prudent  "  hid, 
As  to  a  babe,  God  did  to  her  reveal — 
Upon  her  fair  young  life  He  set  His  seal, 
And  gave  to  it  that  pure  and  lofty  tone  ; 
And  those  whose  life  wrought  not  the  common-weal 
She  spurned  away,  unworthy  to  be  known, 
But  hailed  the  wise  and  good  as  bulwarks  of  her 
throne  ! 


Her  fame  is  sung  beneath  Canadian  pines, 
Where  many  a  cosy  homestead  lies  unseen  ; 
And  where  the  sun  on  Indian  palm-leaf  shines 
Are  praises  offered  for  the  great  white  Queen  ! 
And  o'er  Australia's  sweep  of  verdure  green 
The  lonely  shepherd  hears  the  news  with  pain  ; 
Recalls  to  mind  his  youth's  domestic  scene — 
The  little  orchard,  and  the  country  lane — 
All  in  this  favoured  Isle  blest  by  Victoria's  reign  ! 

When  at  the  throne  of  our  petitions  bowed, 
Shall  we  not  crave  for  every  child  of  ours 
(Howe'er  by  Nature's  kindly  aid  endowed) 
This  high  resolve  ? — Grant  it,  ye  heavenly  powers  ! 
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This  brave  heart-purpose  in  life's  morning  hours  ! 
Oh  Thou,  Who  hear'st  the  claim  devoutly  pressed, 
Shed  on  our  rising  youth  Thy  gracious  showers, 
And  after  years  the  blessing  shall  attest, 
When  on  life's  golden  fruit  the  sun  gleams  in  the 
west ! 

Oh,  well  for  kings,  and  for  the  peasant-born, 
Who  feel  the  stirrings  of  a  high  emprise  ! 
Resolve  their  proper  station  to  adorn — 
Up  duty's  path  by  strenuous  deed  to  rise, 
And  win  that  fame  whose  glory  never  dies  ! 
Who  closer  knit  the  bonds  of  Brotherhood, 
And  light  with  beams  of  hope  despairing  eyes  ; 
Breasting  the  waves  of  evil's  rising  flood, 
They  breathe  her  queenly  vow,  who  said  "  I  will  be 
good  !  " 


A    LOCAL    HERO 

John  Barlow,  collier,  of  Little  Lever,  who  died  March  22,  1901, 
from  the  result  of  a  chill  contracted  in  a  successful  attempt  to 
rescue  two  boys  from  drowning  in  a  reservoir  near  his  residence. 

SUNG  be  a  noble  deed  ! 

Honoured  a  brave  man's  name  ! 
"'Midst  the  daily  round"  and   the  "common 
task  " 
There  lives  the  heroic  flame  ; 
And  here  are  the  fairest  of  laurels  won, 
Let  the  need  arise,  and  the  deed  is  done  ! 

Not  on  the  ensanguined  field 

Alone  shines  valorous  worth, 
Where  the  fearful  conflict's  crimson  tide 
Runs  down  upon  God's  fair  earth  ! 
But  the  peaceful  scenes  of  our  daily  toil 
Are  rich  with  the  wealth  of  victorious  spoil. 

Loud  was  the  call  for  help, 

And  a  brave  man  made  reply  ! 
And  the  look  of  danger,  though  sad  and  stern, 
He  met  with  a  steadfast  eye  ; 
Not  counting  the  loss,  nor  counting  the  gain, 
For  the  path  of  duty  to  him  was  plain. 
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Quick  from  the  threatened  doom 
He  rescued  the  youthful  pair, 
But  the  watery  chill  that  pierced  him  through 
Was  his  own  death-sentence  there  ! 
And  as  we  have  trusted  we  trust  again 
To  the  ways  of  Providence  past  our  ken  ! 

Doubt  not  the  years  will  reward 

This  noble  self-sacrifice  ; 
May  the  rescued  ones  be  a  boon  to  the  world — 
Prove  worthy  so  costly  a  price  ! 
And  we  who  would  honour  such  deed  with  applause 
Give  proof  of  our  zeal  in  humanity's  cause. 


A    MARTYR    TO    HUMANITY 

"  A  WEDGE-BOLT  loose  !  "  a  workman  cried, 

Dread  horror  seized  upon 
His  trusty  comrades  as  they  spied 

The  express  come  thundering  on — 
To  seeming  fate  of  ruin  great 

Ere  minutes  twain  were  gone  ! 

Thrilled  with  the  danger,  yet  too  late 

Would  seem  all  effort  there  ! 
How  save  from  wreck  that  human  freight 

If  one  the  task  should  dare  ? 
As  mate  looked  in  the  face  of  mate 

Each  only  saw  despair. 

But  from  their  midst  sprang  forth  a  man 

Along  the  dreaded  track, 
His  comrades  shouting  as  he  ran 

"  You  will  be  killed,  come  back  !  " 
Their  warning  only  seemed  to  fan 

His  courage  of  attack. 

A  moment  and  the  deed  was  done  ! 

The  train  rushed  on  before, 
And  when  they  saw  its  safety  won, 

Each  drew  his  breath  once  more. 
But  where  was  he,  that  valiant  one  ? 

Alas,  he  was  no  more  ! 
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They  gathered  up  his  mangled  frame 

(Earth,  sacred  keep  his  dust), 
His  comrades  did  not  know  his  name, 

Heaven  honoured  with  such  trust ! 
But  martyrs  shall  his  kinship  claim — 

God's  ways  are  right  and  just. 


ROBERT  BUCHANAN  AND  DAVID  GRAY 


We  felt  that  charm  the  story  yields,  when  first 
We  read  of  David  and  of  Jonathan — 
The  ruddy  shepherd,  and  the  princely  son, 

Who,  each  for  each,  a  deathless  passion  nursed 


And  how  in  changing  fortune  fast  they  clung, 
Through  courtly  jealousies,  and  anger  dread  ; 
What  time  from  royal  hand  the  javelin  sped  ! 

Last  came  Gilboa's  scenes,  with  such  a  pathos  sung! 

We  thought  of  this  idyllic  love,  when  we 

Read  of  two  Scottish  youths  in  London  town, 

Their  friendship  sweetened  by  adversity  : 
By  blighted  hopes,  and  David's  early  crown  ! 

Linked  be  their  names  in  blessed  poesy, 
And  to  posterity  with  praise  go  down  ! 
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One  warrior  more  has  laid  aside 

His  trusty  blade  and  stainless  shield  ! 

And  loving  comrades  own  with  pride 
His  prowess  in  the  well-fought  field. 

Awhile  he  rested  in  the  shade, 

Yet  flashed  betimes  his  kindling  eye, 

As  he  the  glorious  past  surveyed, 
Its  bygone  days  of  chivalry. 

By  such  as  he  our  land  shall  still 
Maintain  her  honour  and  renown  ; 

For  warmth  of  heart  and  strength  of  will 
Have  been  her  glory  and  her  crown. 

Life's  solemn  trust  he  held  for  God, 
And  felt  the  thrill  of  duty's  call  ; 

Upright  the  paths  of  commerce  trod, 
And  graced  his  country's  senate  hall. 

His  words  have  left  no  rankling  smart, 
No  taunts  he  e'er  at  random  flung, 

For  he  abhorred  the  callous  heart, 

And  held  in  scorn  the  flippant  tongue. 
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His  wholesome  wit  and  cheery  smile 
Were  welcome  as  the  glow  of  spring, 

And  did  the  hearts  of  men  beguile, 
Until  their  griefs  had  taken  wing. 

Upon  Love's  altar  gifts  he  laid 
Which  every  blest  affection  owns, 

And  long  the  scene  domestic  made 
All  joyous  with  his  manly  tones. 

He  bade  the  young  with  zeal  be  fired, 
And  nobly  bear  the  yoke  in  youth  ; 

That  life  might  bring  the  goal  desired, 
And  radiant  with  the  lierht  of  truth. 


*&' 


Sweet  Poesy  and  Music  won 

From  him  a  lover's  fond  regard  ; 

Charmed  by  the  Muse's  gifted  son, 
And  pleased  with  song  of  lowlier  bard. 

He  the  fair  face  of  nature  viewed 
With  admiration,  joy,  and  praise, 

As  wayside  gem  at  morn  bedewed, 

Or  landscape  tinged  with  evening  rays. 

As  he  departs  the  swallows  come, 
And  vernal  beauties  meet  our  ken  ; 

Round  Missenden  the  bees  shall  hum, 
And  wanton  'midst  its  flowers  again  ! 

Then  "  Au  revoir  !  "     We  hope  to  meet 
Where  fadeless  is  the  summer's  prime  ! 

Where  pulsing  heart  and  tireless  feet 
Shall  aye  defy  the  rush  of  time. 


PRESIDENT    M'KINLEY 

DIED   SEPTEMBER   14,   1901 

Columbia,  bowed  beside  her  fallen  chief, 

Now  feels  the  warm  touch  of  Britannia's  hand, 
And  hears  a  voice  that  bids  her  to  command 

The  full  tide  of  our  sympathetic  grief 

O'er  deed  of  madman  almost  past  belief, 
And  black  as  hellish  council  ever  planned 
To  shroud  with  sorrow  every  Christian  land, 

And  work  dread  havoc  in  a  moment  brief  ! 

"  Draw  up  the  blinds  and  let  me  see  the  trees  !  " 
How  fought  and  prayed  he  till  the  fight  seemed 
won  ! 

And  thanks  we  gave  to  Heaven  on  bended  knees, 
Alike  for  him  and  his  dear  stricken  one. 

Alas  !  the  prize  of  life  he  thought  to  seize 

His  grasp  eluded — and  "  God's  will  be  done  !  " 
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"THE    RED,   RED    ROSE" 

A  touching  incident  of  the  Transvaal  war  is  found  in  connection 
with  the  return  home  and  death  of  Lance-Corporal  Clarkson. 
After  the  ship  had  sighted  England,  he  died  of  enteric  fever,  and 
was  buried  at  sea.  In  his  last  letter  home  he  had  asked  his 
mother  to  purchase  a  number  of  fine  red  roses,  that  he  and  his 
comrades  might  wear  them  on  entering  the  town.  The  roses  were 
bought  and  presented  to  his  comrades  at  a  thanksgiving  service 
held  in  Bolton  Parish  Church,  May  21,  1901. 

How  honoured  again  is  the  sweet  red  rose 
By  a  soldier's  thoughtful  and  fond  request  ! 

The  grace  and  the  beauty  its  petals  disclose, 
He  craved  as  a  gift  for  each  comrade's  breast. 

Pathetic,  in  truth,  is  the  story  we  read, 

And  stirs  those  emotions  we  ever  shall  prize, 

One  word  kindly  spoken,  or  beautiful  deed, 
No  tribute  of  blessing  our  nature  denies. 

And  doubt  not  the  soul  that  was  tender  in  thought, 
Was  strong  for  stern  duty  in  war's  bitter  strife  ; 

Ah,  dear  are  the  lessons  on  battlefield  taught, 

With  its  "  blow  for  a  blow,"  and  its  "  life  for  a 
life." 

332 


"  THE  RED,   RED   ROSE "  333 

"  Nearer  home  !     Nearer  home  !  "     What  a  joy  and 
a  peace 

Did  the  grand  old  word  to  his  soul  impart ; 
And  fervently  prayed  he  that  wars  might  cease, 

"  Amen  !  "  answers  many  a  poor  broken  heart ! 

And  dear  unto  him  was  the  homeland  in  sight, 
The  land  of  the  tender,  the  brave,  and  the  free  ! 

Yet  growing  aweary  he  bade  us  good-night, 

And  found  his  lone  bed  in  the  depths  of  the  sea. 

Oh,  comrades,  remember  the  sweet  red  rose, 
The  beauty  and  grace  of  a  transient  flower  ! 

And  so  may  your  lives  in  due  order  disclose 
A  fair  moral  beauty,  and  joy-giving  power. 


God  ripen  the  hope  in  each  fond  parent's  breast 
Now  mourning  the  loss  of  the  gallant  and  fair 

May  ready  response  to  earth's  duties  attest, 
We  hope  to  respond  to  the  roll-call  "  up  there.' 


THE    SMILE    ON    THE    STAIRS 

A  recollection,  on  reading  of  the  Rev.  Charles  Garrett's  retire- 
ment from  active  service  in  the  Wesleyan  ministry. 

The   preacher  was    then    in   his  young  manhood's 
prime, 
And  dark  as  the  raven  his  hair  ; 
And  the  time  of  the  year  was  the  happy  spring- 
time, 
And  the  place  where  it  happened  was — where  ? 

Then  I  was  a  bit  of  a  lad  of  thirteen, 

With  feelings  and  impulses  warm  ; 
And  wild  as  a  colt,  and  with  appetite  keen, 

I  roamed  o'er  my  old  uncle's  farm. 

When  Sunday  came  round  with  its  duties,  ah,  then, 

The  day  was  most  solemnly  spent  ! 
For  uncle  was  sternest  of  Methodist  men, 

And  so  to  the  chapel  we  went. 

A  low,  unpretentious,  and  mean-looking  place, 

Containing  the  orthodox  pew  ; 
Yet  poor  men  and  women  with  love-lighted  face 

Adorned  it  as  nought  else  could  do. 
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I  picture  the  place  where  that  morning  I  sat, 
And  the  scene  is  as  fresh  as  of  yore  ! 

Ay,  down  to  the  style  of  my  old  uncle's  hat 
As  it  hung  on  a  peg  by  the  door. 

How  greetings  in  whispers  went  round  and  about, 

Until  they  were  hushed  at  a  sign, 
When  the  door  of  the  vestry  was  opened,  and  out 

Came  the  preacher  with  presence  benign  ! 

He  mounted  the  steps  of  the  pulpit,  when  lo  ! 

His  eye  fixed  me  all  unawares  : 
And  held  me  a  moment,  then  letting  me  go, 

He  nodded  and  smiled  from  the  stairs  ! 

Envoi. 

Dear  Charles,  I  remember  no  word  that  you  said, 

For  life  followed  on  with  its  cares  : 
The  text  and  the  sermon  together  are  fled, 

But  not  so  the  smile  on  the  stairs  ! 


HAIL   TO    THE    SHAMROCK  ! 

Hail  to  the  shamrock  of  Erin  ! 

The  joy  of  the  gallant  and  free  ; 
A  joy  we  would  all  have  a  share  in, 

If  Saxon  or  Celt  we  may  he. 

The  Saint  who  in  holy  endeavour 
First  lifted  it  up  from  his  feet, 

Did  crown  it  with  honour  for  ever 
As  Trinity's  symbol  complete. 

Our  Lady,  in  goodness  grown  hoary, 
Would  teach  us  for  Erin  to  pray — 

God  grant  a  new  era  of  glory 

May  date  from  Saint  Patrick's  day  ! 

So  comes  she  the  rough  sea  over 

To  gladden  the  land  with  her  smile  ; 

And  plant  her  own  feet  on  the  clover 
That  carpets  her  emerald  isle. 

Come,  Erin,  now,  give  her  a  greeting 
Full  worthy  the  sons  thou  hast  bred  ; 

And  worthy  a  great  heart  beating 
In  love  for  the  valorous  dead  ! 
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That  honours  the  fame  of  the  living 
Who  stand  in  the  ranks  of  the  queen, 

She  never  looks  on  with  misgiving 
The  men  who  are  wearing  the  green  ! 

Ah,  then,  to  your  heart  ye  will  take  her  ! 

Beneath  the  old  banner  unfurled ; 
And  proud  as  a  queen  ye  will  make  her, 

The  envy  and  pride  of  the  world  ! 
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THE   DAY   OF   PENTECOST 

"But  Peter  standing  up  with  the  eleven,  lifted  up  his  voice,"  &c. 

And  this  is  Peter  that  vtpstands, 
Whose  rugged  face  we  scan  ! 
Who,  standing  late  to  warm  his  hands, 
Had  earned  the  coward's  ban. 

He  lied  there, 

And  cried  there, 
"  I  do  not  know  the  man  ! 


11 


But  never  fear  through  his  belief 
That  ardent  soul  hath  cowed, 
Since  he  in  penitential  grief 
And  bitterness  was  bowed  ; 

With  burnings, 

And  yearnings, 
He  looks  upon  the  crowd  ! 

He  glories  now  in  worldly  loss, 
Earth's  sorrow  and  its  shame, 
Since  He  who  hung  upon  the  cross 
Is  pleased  to  own  his  name, 

And  thrills  him 

And  fills  him 
With  Pentecostal  flame  ! 
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To  catch  the  soul-impassioned  word 
The  motley  groups  draw  nigh, 
And  sharper  than  a  two-edged  sword 
It  pierces,  see  his  eye 

Doth  gleam  now, 

His  theme  now 
Is  Christ  of  Calvary  ! 


Ah,  many  turn  the  listless  ear 
Whose  trifling  soon  is  o'er, 
All  conscious  of  a  sudden  fear 
They  have  not  known  before  : 

Some  flock  there 

To  mock  there 
Whose  hearts  are  stricken  sore  ! 


The  cynic-smile  dies  on  the  cheek, 
The  foolish  jest  is  stayed, 
When  one,  to  hear  this  "  babbler  "  speak. 
His  footsteps  hath  delayed, 

To  find  there 

His  mind  there 
By  some  strange  impulse  swayed  ! 


The  tired  pilgrim  old  and  gray, 
Is  leaning  on  his  rod, 
Forgetful  of  the  weary  way 
He  hath  with  patience  trod — 

Surveys  there 

With  praise  there 
The  wondrous  works  of  God  ! 
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Lo  !  what  emotions  strong  and  deep 
Hath  shook  the  concourse  through  ? 
Anon  the  words  of  anguish  leap 
"  Brethren,  what  shall  we  do  ?  " 

Such  seekings, 

Heart-breakings, 
God  grant  to  us  anew  ! 


FILLED   WITH   THE   HOLY   GHOST 

The  promised  time  had  fully  come, 

Christ's  humble  followers  were 
Together  found  in  purpose  bound, 

And  one  in  mighty  prayer  ; 
Not  vainly  did  they  urge  their  claim 

That  time  of  Pentecost, 
For  suddenly  they  all  became 

Filled  with  the  Holy  Ghost  ! 

And  glorious  deeds  by  them  were  wrought, 

Baptized  with  holy  fire  ; 
And  souls  a  blest  infection  caught 

And  heaved  with  strong  desire  ; 
So  mightily  the  word  prevailed 

And  spread  through  all  the  coast, 
What  could  withstand  that  faithful  band 

Filled  with  the  Holy  Ghost  ? 

Oh,  Church  of  Christ,  awake,  awake, 

And  claim  thy  heritage  ! 
Forsaking  all  for  His  dear  sake 

Who  gave  His  lasting  pledge. 
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"  Lo,  I  am  with  you,"  this  be  thine, 
The  present  Christ  thy  boast ; 

Nor  ever  lack  that  living  sign — 
Filled  with  the  Holy  Ghost ! 

Lift  up  thy  voice  to  Him,  and  then 

Thou  shalt  His  fulness  prove  ; 
Stretch  forth  thy  hands  to  dying  men 

And  draw  with  bands  of  love  ; 
And  blessed  he  shall  ever  be 

Who  winneth  trophies  most, 
We  emulate  that  glorious  state — 

Filled  with  the  Holy  Ghost  ! 

May  we  be  found  Christ-witnesses 

Whose  zeal  no  danger  shuns  ; 
A  Stephen's  faith  might  we  possess, 

Or  martyr  Hannington's  ! 
0,  comrades  rally  for  the  fight, 

More  loyal  at  your  post ; 
The  world  hath  need  of  men,  indeed, 

Filled  with  the  Holy  Ghost ! 


BE    MEN 


"  Howbeit  in  malice  be  ye  children,  but  in  understanding 

be  men." 


Hear  the  brave,  heroic  Paul 
Sounding  forth  the  Gospel  call, 
Words  of  burning  energy 
Born  of  love  and  liberty — 

Be  men  ! 

With  the  might  of  manhood's  mind 
Be  the  loving  soul  combined, 
Tenderness  with  strength  unite 
And  with  meekness  hold  the  right — 

Be  men  ! 

Would  ye  act  the  child-like  part  ? 
Act  it  in  the  guileless  heart  ; 
Children  be  in  malice,  hate, 
Be  in  understanding  great — 

Be  men  ! 

Seek,  ye  souls  of  narrow  span, 
The  full  stature  of  a  man  ; 
Daily  grow,  divinely  fed, 
Up  in  Christ  your  living  head — 

Be  men  ! 
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Leave  your  first  attainments,  press 
Up  the  heights  of  holiness, 
In  the  glory-land  of  grace 
Talk  with  Jesus  face  to  face — 

Be  men  ! 

And  what  lawful  things  are  found 
Inexpedient,  be  not  bound 
By  them,  bid  their  shackles  fall, 
Christ's  own  freemen  are  ye  all — 

Be  men  ! 

Mark  the  price  that  freedom  bought, 
That  which  your  salvation  wrought ! 
Such  a  sacrifice  demands 
Full  return  of  heart  and  hands — 

Be  men  ! 

Ponder  o'er  the  martyr-roll, 
Emulate  the  dauntless  soul, 
Till  the  kindred  flame  ye  feel 
Burning  with  intenser  zeal — 

Be  men  ! 

Firmly  hold  your  solemn  trust, 
Tread  your  passions  in  the  dust, 
Eat  the  strong  meat  of  the  Word, 
Waxing  valiant  for  the  Lord — 

Be  men  ! 

Stand  ye  with  your  loins  begirt, 
Every  one  in  war  expert, 
Foiling  Satan's  wily  craft, 
Quenching  every  fiery  shaft — 

Be  men  ! 
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"  I  have  fought  the  fight  and  now, 
Lo,  the  crown  awaits  1113'  brow  !  " 
Glorious  warrior,  falling  thus, 
Conies  thy  battle-cry  to  us — 
"  Be  men  !  " 


WHEN    I    LOOK   BACK 

How  pleasant  when  to  rest  I  turn 

And  trace  the  duties  of  the  day, 
Not  one  of  which  my  mind  did  spurn 

But  bent  to  each  right  readily  ; 
To  mark,  in  evening's  pensive  mood, 

My  footprints  clear  in  honour's  track, 
Then  thoughts  will  come,  a  happy  brood, 

When  I  look  back  ! 


But  sad,  in  truth,  when  day  is  done, 

If  negligence  hath  marked  the  strife, 
And  with  the  setting  of  the  sun 

No  glory  lights  the  path  of  life  ! 
If  frivolous  and  sordid  thought 

Hath  actuated  me,  I  lack 
That  consciousness  with  comfort  fraught, 

When  I  look  back  ! 


Thou  grand  ideal  !  might  I  reach 
Thy  glory-summit  of  my  hopes  ! 

By  noble  deeds  and  honest  speech 

Still  climbing  up  thy  hallowed  slopes  ; 
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And  spare  me,  oh,  kind  Heaven,  spare 
Mad  memories,  a  fearsome  pack 

And  may  life's  closing  day  be  fair 
"When  I  look  back  ! 


BLESSED   BE   GOD 

0,  for  a  joy  that  sings 

Through  the  dark  day, 
0,  for  a  hope  that  springs 

Upward  for  aye  ; 
Though  I  now  sigh,  to  be 

Bowed  to  the  sod, 
Faith  shall  not  die  in  me — 

Blessed  be  God  ! 

Up  soul  of  mine  again  ! 
Life-giving  rays 

On  thee  shall  shine  again, 
Waking  thy  praise  ; 

Though  I  have  felt  the  smart 
Under  the  rod, 

Peace  hath  the  humbled  heart- 
Blessed  be  God ! 

He  who  life  gave  to  me 

Gives  me  His  might, 
And  will  vouchsafe  to  me 

Songs  in  the  night. 
Strong  are  my  feet  again 

Onward  to  plod, 
Life  shall  be  sweet  again, 

Blessed  be  God  ! 
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Patient  and  dutiful, 

Strong  in  desire, 
After  the  beautiful 

I  will  aspire. 
Dare  the  dark  path  before 

Yet  to  be  trod, 
Now  and  for  evermore, 

Blessed  be  God  ! 


Elliot  Stock,  Paternoster  Roiv,  London. 
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